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'J'liE iiicitlcnts in tlic following tale arg entirely 
firtitions. Oriental history supplies many events of 
an interesting eharaeter, hut in this case, I have 
allowed fancy to bring together the materials. 
Some of the allusions inav be traced to Arabian 

af 

narrative; tho&c that rehite to the Isinaclitcs and 
their poinicioiis doetrilies were suggested by a curious 
Aioik lately juihlislu'd iit Stutgard, containing a his¬ 
tory ol the Order of Ass.i‘'>ins^ druAvn from oriental 
souric*. 

It is well known that the inhabitants of tlic Ara¬ 
bian deserts are descendants <kf Ismael^ the son of 
Abraham ami JTagar, of w hom it was foretold that he 
*'hoiild he a wild man, and that his hands and those 
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of h's progeny, should lie against every man, and 
every man's hands against them. I'lie propliccy lias 
been verified. From age to age, these Isniaelites liave 
been in ])cr2>ctual hostility witli the surrounding na¬ 
tions, and yet they occupy the same wilderness still. 
Their love of liberty leads them to jwefer the barren 
desert to the most fruitful plains ; and to bear the 
scorching suns and paivliing blasts of the sandy 
wastes, rather than submit to the government of any 
fixe<l authority* The doctrines of the Israaclite*' 
liave been extirjiated in Arabia; the Arabs, though 
of Jewish origin, adhere to the dispensations of 
Mahomet; but all attempts to drive the lawless hordes 
from their desolate wulds have jiroved abortive. 

When Demetrius, by order of his father, Antii»o- 
nus, sat down lx*fore Petra, with an arm\, and liegan 
an attack upon it, an Arab accosted him thus: 

King Demetrius, what is it you w’ould ha\e.^ what 
madness can haxe induced you to invade a people in- 



habiting a wilderness, where neither com, nor wine, 
nor any tiling you can subsist upon, are to be found ? 
We inhabit these desolate plains for the sake of liberty, 
and submit to such inconveniences as no other people 
can bear, in order to enjoy it. You can never force 
us to change our sentiments or way of life; therefore, 
we desire you to retire out of our country, as we have 
never injured you, to accept our presents, and prevail 
uith your fathcT to rank us among his friends.*’ On 
hearing this, Demetrius wisely accejited their pre-* 
sents, and raised the siege! 




f S M A E L. 





There arc ■whom passion scarcely fires 
With Love’s or Hate’s resistless flame ; 
On whose cold heart the warm desires 
That burn for beauty or for faincj 
Play like the faint aud fading glow 
Of vernal skies on hills of snow; 

But ’tis not where the blaze of heaven 
With prodigality is given— 

'Tis not 'mid lands of light and bloom 
Where Nature omis primeval fire,— 
For passion there, like the Simoom, 

Takes the fell whirlwind's fatal ire, 

B 2 
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ISMAEL* 


Anu jealousy or fell despair 
Or find or make a desert there; 

It is not where the Moslem’s hand 
Waves o^er the scene a wasting brandy 
And ever for relentless war 
Is raised the gory scimitar— 

9 

Tis not where beauty’s flying dart 
Has pierced the Asiatic heart. 

And bade the fires that light the sky 
Beam in tlie Asiatic eye. 

That the pulse sleeps in waveless calm. 
Tranquil and holy, mild and blest. 

Meek as when lull’d by Mecca's balm 

The wearied pilgrim sinks to rest. 

* 

Yet ’mid those vales where joy reposes 
In myrtle bowers and l)eds of roses. 

Where, 'midst his loved and blushing flowers. 
The Bulbul sings at twilight hours. 
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And oft to hear the song, the sigh, 

ZoharaJi lingers in the sky,. 

Love might a gentle dwelling find 
To fix and soothe the restless mind. 

O'er Yemen's vale, with opening flowerets crown'd. 
Walks the young Spring and sheds his blossoms round; 
Daughters of light! Ye maids of Aden's plain! 

Thrid ye the maze, and quire the jocund strain; 
And seek the bower, ye youths so meek and mild. 
And sigh your loves, and weave the vale flowers wild. 
Or raptured rove where fairer sweets disclose. 

And chant the birth of beauty's blushing rose. 

Sweet sings the nightingale in Yemen’s bowers 
To hail his new-born love, the queen of flowers-— 
Sing on, sweet bird ! thy roseate blooms among. 

And many a harp shall mingle witli thy song. 

And many a youth shall bless tliy soothing powei, 
And many a fine form wanton round thy bower, ^ 
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ISMAEL. 


Till yon fair orb that shines with trembling’ horn 
Hang its bright diadem on the brow of morn. 

Scenes of delight * flowers of the shade ? 

Alas ! how soon your blossoms fade ! 

Why is each cheek with terror pale 
Where rapture smiled in Yemen’s vale ^ 

Is it the Siroc’s baleful breath 

That spreads around dismay and death ^ 

Or rushing come, by hunger press’d. 

The beasts of carnage from the waste ? 

The calm is broke—the echoing ground 
Frequent repeats the coming sound; 

And hark ! 'tis near—the dreaded proof 
Of rapid coursers' trampling hoof. 

Whose riders boast the breast of steel 
That never yet could pity feel. 

The caftan red, the ostrich plume. 

That spreads around a deathlike gloom. 



ISMAEL. 


Tlie pride that in each haughty mien, 
Fierc.e and revengeful majrhe seen. 
Proclaim the wild and lawless hordes 
That reign the desert’s ruthless loi'ds. 

Who prancing leads the armed van. 

With br<>w deep mark’d by many a scar. 

And glittering, iinshcatheil ataghan. 

As if he rush'd to deadliest war? 

’'I'ls HiiShiin of the vrjisting arm— 
lie leads us fell a robber band 
An e'er spread danger and alarm. 

Or dyed in blood th* unsparing hand. 

These ej^'es that glare with fiercest fire. 

Can aught of mercy’s power inspire ? 

Fell ivs the earthquake or the blast 
Tliat howls o*e»* Bulack’s desert vast. 
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ISMAEL. 


Stern Hassan conies: his armed band 
Scarce print with fiery feet the sand ; 
Cach brow is knit—each carbine benb— 
Now^ Allali guard the innocent! 

As dash the floods from mountain lands. 
As sweep the winds Arabian sands, 

JDirc as the sword of dark Azrael, 

Their squadrons pour o'er Yemen’s 'I'ale, 
And Pleasure with averted eyes 
From the loved sc^ne as swiftly flies— 
So flies the antelope away 
When the gaunt wolf pitvsues his prey. 

But *tls not for the shepherd’s spoil 
The invaders thus deform the soil— 

’Tis not with idle steps to rove 
Along the shepherd's palm-tree grove,— 
Or, 'midh the roseate wreaths that spread 
To deck the bowers for beauty made> 



13MAEL. 


To linger in voluptuous trance^ 

That Hassan bids bis train'advance. 

—^Away! again they're on the wind. 

And leave the scene of joy behind— 

A nobler prey invites their speed. 

And seems to fire each bounding steed— 
A foe, wlio, like the bird of power. 

His eyrie builds in loftiest tower.— 

Joy to the castle on the rock. 

That can withstand their battle's shock ! 
Now peace may bless the humble hut— 
They take the way to Alamut. 

By cedar's branching arms half hid. 

The towers of Haroun Arraschid 
Rise o'er the steep, and darkly frown 
O'er many a slave that bows the knee;— 
The vassal tribes, who trembling own 
Proud Haroun for their lord,—^for he 
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ISMAEL. 


Bears the bright ensign of a Shaik, 

At which even crouching visiers quake, 
Though s«)mc, as rumour goes, there be. 
Believe he u’rongs that high degree. 

No timid soul that shrinks aini<k 
The bloodiest scenes of war, ins2)ires 
The breast of Ilaroun Arraschid ; 
The heart that fell ambition lives 
Cares not for blootliest deeds, I neeii. 
And Haroiin Arraschid has seen 
Some dangerous service ere this day; 
One cause alone can spread dismay 
O’er the dark features of the chief— 
One rankling crime or cureless woe. 
For which even time brings no relief. 
O’er which oblivion cannot throw 
Her veil of shade—^but that is hid 
To all but Haroun Arraschid. 



ISMAEL. 


^Tis told that wealth the page can blot 
Which once was memory’s fondest care; 
And fleeting scenes are now forgot 

That once were strongly printed there ’ 
’Tis flattering said that beauty’s smile 
Can gloomiest thoughts and cares beguile. 
And some may think that power has force 
To kill the viper of remorse. 

Where are the halls^ the chambers, say. 

With glittering pomp more rich and gay ? 
Where lovelier forms in haram bower. 

More melting tones, and eyes more bright 
Than in the fortress of his power 
May Ilaroun boast ^ yet is delight 
A stranger to his soul, and never 
Can memory from some objects sever. 

One joy he hath, and he may well 
With fondness on that blessing dwell-— 

His jiride—^his soul’s unceasing care, 

A daughter, as the Peris fair. 
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ISMASL. 


Whose bosom owns as pure a flame ^ 

As ever breathed a father's name. 

Boast not^ though dull life's current glide^ 
Cold as the blast>6wept Caspian's tide; 

Tho* age has chill'd thy youthful flame 
That once could glow at beauty's name ; 

I would not have* the coldest breast^ 

The eyes that never yet coufest 
The power of love's ennobling fire. 

The tiiniults of a fond desire, 

f 

Look on that form of faultless mould. 

That neck as white as Imaun's snow 
O'er which in. many a graceful fold 

Til* enamour'd, love-formed ringlets flow— 
1 would not have the cold heart dwell 
Upon that liosom's gentle swell; 

I would not have one single glance 

From those bright eyes fall on thy heart. 
Lest passion waken from her trance. 

And peace, thy boasted guest, depart. 



I6MASL. 


IS 


Xeidina’s beauty seems a flower 
Too fair to deck a bumble bower. 

And he whose hand would pluck its bloom 

M list be no serf, and fear no doom. 

*******)? 

The sun of the morning' is spreading afar 
His loveliest beams on the hill and the plain-— 
The tambour has beat, and Neidina's guitar. 

Like the incense of seraphs, has breathed its sweet 
strain. , 

From the darkest of dreams it has waken'd to light 
The Lord of tlie castle, her sire, and he comes 
Array'd as if bent on the chase or the tight, 

But he heeds not the sound of his matin dhims. 

Goes he to hunt the wild tiger and pard 
In the forests that stretch to tht; desert ? or g(»cs 
The chief, wdth his javelin, sabre, and guard. 

To meet in fell conflict fierce squadrons of foes? 
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ISMAEL. 


The duud that sits upon his brow 
Has seldom been so dark as now; 

The fair Neidina would essay 
To sing or smile the gloom away. 

But fears too strong to be repressed 
Rise in her tender filial breast— 

Her eye has caught the gathering train. 
The glitter of the scimitar— 

Her hand could not awake the strain, 
’Twould tremble on her loved guitar. 

Neidina, talvc a father's kiss, 

** Who finds in thee his only bliss. 

And hie thee to thy chamber bowers 
Till the mild breath of evening hours/' 
The guardian of the haram too. 

Ere jealous Haroun takes adieu. 
Dismissed retires with orders strict 
To keep his cruel interdict. 

For, by the prophet,” Haroun saith, 

** Thy life must answer for thy faith.” 



ISMAEL. 


Owe more ii)j unction, wliispered low. 

And forth their cagfcr coursers g^o. 

If right I deem, 'tis breathed to one 
Wlio has sonic faithful service done. 

Or lias some sacred trust to keep 
In lonely tower or dungeon deep. 

“ Look to the captive, Hadjie, well— 

With double guards surround his cell. 
Youth wakes no fear, but years impart 
“ At length the lion*s dreadles^ heart. 

** This day—just twenty years ago 
(“ This much, good Hadjie, you may know,) 
I lost a brother—Danger's cloud 
Has ever since, a murky shroud, 

“ Hung o'er the towers of Alamut— 

“ Away! death waits on treachery—but 
1 know thee faithful I"—Forth amain 
Sally proud Haroun and his train. 

What victim of his power is he 
Who thus awakes the jealousy 
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ISMAISL. 


Of Haroiin*s breast ? One single word. 
One sign from Alamut’s stern lord. 
Would give the captive to the gloom 
'J'hat shrouds the inmates of the tomb. 

Yet dares not he whose frown is fate 
Direct the cruel murderer’s hate 
Against that captive's youthful breast, 
Tho* it might yield the wished-for rest . 
Ah ! never yet did guilty deed 
That taught tli<' blameless heart to bJee<i, 
Bring back repose to soul unbJest, 

Or hush tlie scorjjions of the breast. 

That hapless captive, Osman stjled. 

Is a y<»ung Arab of the wild. 

Whom Haroun from the bandits took. 
And spared, from something in his hK»k 
Which Haroun fancies he c^n trace 
To some long well-remembered face. 

Not always thus the order went, 

P'or fiercest tempers may relent— 
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A look^a glance subdues tbe mlnd^ 

And even stern Haroun could be kind. 

When lie was in the belter mood, 
’Tw(»uld liap that Osman's solitude 
Would be exchaiig;ed for scenes tliat were 
With beauty’s blooms cxcecdingf fair— 
Such scones as almost mi^lit awhile 
Recal departed pleasure’s smile. 

Dear to the traveller is the rill 
For '^hich he pants, by thirst 0 ])pressed; 

Dear is love’s home,—but dearer still 
I'i freedom to the Arab’s breast. 

To him the pleasing task was given 
At morn’s mild hour or blush of even^ 

!'«• tend and dress the garden ground 
Vi’ithin the castle’s ample bound; 

To iiurbo the almond’s opening bloom ; 

To wake the balsam tree’s perfume; 

To teach the odour-breathing rose 
New tints, fresh fragrance to disclose; 
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IBMAZL. 


To twine the garden’s loveliest flower 
Around Ncidina’s favourite bower. 

And make each hapj)y blossom meet 
To rise and kiss her fairer feet. 

One eve, it chanced, while guardian eyes 
Were closed in sleep’s soft paradise. 

That Osman dared youth will dare) 

To linger near the loved parterre. 

Where beauty c?amc with angel mien 
To add enchantment to the scene. 

It is Neidina’s form of light 

That bursts at length on Osman’s sight— 

She comes from breath of sultry hours. 

To rove ’mid shades and fragrant bowers. 
Rash youth, beware! ’tis death for thee 
Ev'en to such charms to bow the knee. 

Fly! or thy th(»ughtle8S breast may feel 
The fury of remorseless steel ; 

Fly ! or a lasting, keener dart 

From those fair eyes shall jnerce thy heart. 



ISMAEL. 


J'hoiigli peril threat, who could behold 
That matchless form with life-blood cold ? 
Who turn with recreant step to fly 
At beauty’s bright but timid eye ? 

What hope of peace, of tranquil hoiu: 

To him who owns its witching power ? 

How (ind his safety now in flight, 

Or fly with uneuchanted sight ? 

In xaiii docs reason, prudence plead— 
Though captive, nought can Osihan heed 
But the fair form of light and love 
That glides along the sjiicy grove. 

it 

Yes I *tis not midst these regions gay. 
Where nature thus luxuriant shines; 
And passion hindles wdth the ray, 

And pleasure thus her channs combines; 
1’hat man can looh with feelings cold 
t)n woman’s fair and finer mould: 

Light as the breeze, as flitting by 
The beam of beauty's gazel eye 
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ISMAEL. 


Falls on his soul, that virgin glance 
Has instant broke young passion’s trance. 
And what beneath yon burning sun 
Of daring deed for her he ’ll shun ? 

Wliat foe arrest in fiercest war 
The havock of his scimitar ? 

What guilt appal ? What barrier stay 
His course ? for lore's resistless sway 
Triumphs o'er all his burning veins. 

Like despot of Arabian plains. 

Even woman’s breast will sometimes feel 
Wliat woman blushes to reveal— 

The tender thought that seeks to bless 
And sooth with love's fond hapjnndss. 

She comes—she starts—^the thin veil tries 
To hide the lustre of her eyes. 

Say, is it indignation streaks 

With crimson glow her beauteous cheeks ? 



ISMAEL. 

Nor pride, nor aii|^r*s fiercer fire. 

Did e*er that gentle breast inspire; 

Hut were that eye, of mildest beam. 

To dash indignant Haroun's gleam. 

That strikes with dread each timid slarc. 
Young Osman ex)uld the danger brave. 

A wreath of flowers that freshly bloom. 
And fragrant as her breath’s perfume. 

His hand for her has dared to twine, 

* 

Fit offering for loved beauty’s shrine* 
But, sweeter bliss! that offering meet 
Is laid at fair Ncidina's feet. 

While wonder darts in mute replies 
Of beating heart and ravish’d eyes. 

What mystic influence draws and binds 
Together sympathetic minds ’ 

Thus Osman and Ncidina met, 

And thus when lingering day-beams set. 
And Hadjie-Ally feared not one 
Whose sun of life seemed but begun; 
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ISMAEL. 


Did Osman meet witii soul of love 
Neidina in the flower-woven grove ; 

Nor blushed her cheek, nor sigh'd her heart. 
The balm of comfort to impart 
To captive, barr'd in youthful prime 
From hope and glory’s meed sublime. 

^ )t * X- * * 

Why lingers Hassau’s troop Ix^hind ^ 

Can aught impede his coursers ' No! 
Kochlani steeds have feet of ^ind ! 

They come, as w’hcii the death-wdnds blow 
O’er the lone deserts of their pride. 

And Hassan’s joy is like a bride 
Upon her w'edding morn, to spy 
The lone and dark towers rising high 
Of Alamut—he knows them well; 

The sight is like a wizard spell. 

To rouse the phrenzy of his soul 
Beyond frail reason’s weak control. 



ISMAEL. 


Where now in glade or forest hid 
Is dauntless Haroun Arraschid? 

This visit of the vulture brood 
Methinks to Haroun bodes no good. 

Last niglit^ 'tis said^ when none were near> 
A Fakir whispered in his ear 
Strange tidings of a coming foe— 

1 ween that Fakir w’as not slow 
If he could thus convey so well 

• 

The talc that Hassan meant to tell. 

But belt revealed, and poniard showed 
He was accustomed to the road. 

* * * H- « * * 

Did tongue of mortal ever say 
That Haroun sbunn*d the battle’s fray? 
Not Hai'oun’s walls, but Haroun’s arm, 
Shall shield his turban'd head from harm. 

Like tiger from his ambuscade 
He springs—^the lightning of his blade 
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Already flashes on the plain. 

Defiance to the desert train. 

A moment Hassan checks his steed,—— 

’Tis but to give him fiercer speed ; 

A moment, and the clouds that spread 
Around each brow a fearful shade. 

Shall burst in death’s destructive zeal 
From fiery eye and furious steel: 

He bears no mean or feelJe sword 
Wlio meets in fight the desert's lord. 

Ha ! tyrant of the angry brow 
And guilty eye ! I know thee now,— 

I know thee by the cousc’ious dart 
That rushes to thy inmost heart 
" At sight of injured Hassan's mien, 

A face that thou before hast seen ; 
Thrice happy hour, of bliss an age! 

" That gives thee to my sabre’s rage f 
Now shall the vengeance long suppressed 
Transfix thy fratricidal breast.” 



ISMAEL. 
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Were thoughts that passed from Hassan's lip^ 

While rising anger nerved his grip. 

“ Apostate vile V* (burst Haroun's ire) 

Associate of assassins dire ! 

Com'st thou from plunder's gory field. 

The murderer's guilt-stained throne to build 

'' On nature's funeral pyre ? I own, 

''To passion and ambition prone. 

Once, recreant, like a monstrous birth, 

* 

“ I cast tlioe to the desert earth; 

Whose heaving womb, like loathsome stain, 

'• Unchanged hath poured thee back again; 

—“ But know, whate'er thy bold design, 

“ I hold a darling pledge of thine; 

" Whose blood shall pay in youthful prime 
" The forfeit of his father's crime.” 

Convulsive rage directs the blow 
Stem Ilassan aims—stoops Haroun low 
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Upon his reeling* steeds to shun 
Its vengeful force ^ or hath it done 
Death’s work upon liis haughty crest ? 

No ; quick recoiling to his rest. 

His sabre shows, in dire essay. 

It can that friendly gift repay— 

On Hassan’s casque it speaks in vain 
The fire that maddens in each vein ; 

He wars, as if he m arred not well. 

On helm of steel and breast of mail; 

And steed ’gainst steed, and steel ’gainst steel. 
Are in the furious oiisc*t driven. 

And javelins fly, and chargers wheel. 

And sabres to the hilt are riven : 

Thus, ’mid these scenes of savage strife. 

Will brother war ’gainst brother's life ; 

And sons ’gainst sires, a lawless band. 

Will lift the parricidal hand. 



ISMAEL. 


Tims join the bands whom hate inspires^ 
Thus furious flash their ven|jeful tires; 
Life has no ill but there meets cure— 

For carbine wiii^ its death-shot sure; 

And arquebus and ataghan 

lliug death-notes over roar and van. 

The light of day’s receding star 
Is not upon their scimitar; 

Xhe cloud tvulight on the heath 
Is closing fast in shades of death; 

Yet is not in the conflict Idd 
The dauntless Hanmn Arraschid: 

His steel, his hand, his robe of pride. 
With blood’s eternal stiiins are dyed— 
But Hassan’s planet niles the hour ; 

His sabre of avenging poMcr 
Has cleft the chieftain’s turban’d crest, 
The red stream, gushing, stains his breast 
Yet will not ILinnin’s spirit stoop 
To yield the palm to Arab troop; 
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Not with less rage, or i>owerful hand^ 

He strives to wield his faithfiil brand j— 
UiiconqucrM yet his arm—But, lo! 

Alone he meets th’ o'erwhelming foe ; 
With caitiff speed his vassal train 
In wild disorder scour the plain ; 
VancpiisliM, they urgfe their quick retreat, 
And leave their leader to his fate; 

Fr»r tyrant power has nought to bind 
In tierirs hour the slavish inituL 

Against the might of such a train 
Even Haroun’s single arm is Aain ; 

What now avails heroic deed ’ 

The triumph of the foe's decreed. 

When it is valour’s task to die. 

Befits it noble chief to fly ’ 

Eternal shame pursue the slaves 
To mean, dishonourable graves. 

Who flinch, when honour calls to stand, 

4* 

Though ’gainst the foe’s superior band! 



ISMAEL. 


Neidiiia inishes on his thought; 

All other feelings now are nought— 

His steed is turned—fleet horse and hhide 
Are now his only hope and aid. 

Now, by the life-blood of Ismael, 

Coward ’ thou shalt not 'scape me thus. 
If there is power, and vengeance felJ, 

“ In poniard's point or arquebus.”— 

A thousand deaths pursue him-^but 
He's reached the walls of Alamut- 

Around, \vithin, and every where. 

Disorder reigns and dark despair. 

The shrinking guards in vain oppose 
A barrier to the bursting foes: 

One desperate hand is in the gap. 

The blood has stained his Moslem cap— 
'Tis he— I know him by his WTatli, 

For dark's the soul that Haroun hath. 

In vain he aims the deadly blow; 

The torrent of the rusliing foe 



ISMAEL. 


Rolls on its desolating course^ 

And Hassan's hordes^ and Hassan's horse^ 

O er prostrate slave and fallen guard 
Have pass’d—Now Haroun’s doom is hard— 
For now what ’vails his trusted suord 
Against the cruel desert lord ? 

Pang after pang shall chase another, 
Althougli that spoiler is a brother! 


Now where, oh, where, amidst the slaughter. 
Is Harouii’s pride, his lovely daughter ? 

And where is Osman^s dungeon lone ? 

No Nubian Maits—his guards are gone; 
Neidina’s hand has turned the key. 

And, Osman i thou ’rt at liberty— 

But not as wont, fond youth ! to roi e 
With beauty in the lion e^-wo^ en grove ; 

To breathe love’s sighs, or cull with care 
Fresh garlands for Neidina’s hair. 

AtMXhat a time hath freedom given 
iWJsman’s eyes the light of heaven ! 
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Yet rapture sparkles iu iiis mien. 

To mark the blood-besprinkled scene. 

No moment this for love to dwell 
On fancy’s dream, or soft farewell. 

One tliougbt—<me glance—one bold essay. 
And Osman’s lost amidst the fray; 

“ Allah ! preserve ray sire!” sighs after 
Ilis vanished form, the chieftain’s daughter. 

a 

Where now is Ilassan ’ Haroun now ^ 

With gory steel and darken’d brow— 

The arm that has so stoutly warr’d 
Is now the luirain’s only guard. 

There, driven in life’s last wretchedness. 
Like tiger to his last recess. 

With dagger fell, and death-hold fast. 

He sternly grapples to the last 

With one mIlosc life-blood’s on the steel. 

Who looks as if he cxiuld not feel 
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One pang* tliat tears the parting soul^ 
Save the fierce flames the furies roll 
Along the fever-burning veins^ 

When hate -witli settled malice reigns. 
Eager they grasp nith fatal holcl> 

As if in warm affection's fold 
They met, and fondly strove to trace 
Each feature’s long-forgot ten gra( c ; 

So mute^ that hreath can S(!urct*ly slij> 
From quiA'cring, maledictiiig lip ! 

*Tis HiOssan—vain is victory iiom' 

To him—death's shade is on his brtiw— 
Triumpli not, Haroun, though liencalli 
Thy hand stern Ilassan sink to death— 
Another’s steel, another's arm. 

New nerved to deal uA'enging harm. 

Has pierced thy heart’s obdurate mail. 
And brought the clouds of dark AzraeK 



IBMAKL. 


To whose dim regions, sinktng low. 

With slaughtered Hassan thou must go. 

Now quenchless wrath shall soon devour 
Thy castle’s pride—-each lofty tower. 

In spite of nature’s, beauty’s cries. 

Reek with the inhuman sacrihee! 

On Ilassan’s name the clamorous train 
In wild disorder call in vain; 

Hassan no more shall lead the horde. 

Except with visionary sword 

VVhen his freed spirit points the way 

'I'lirough danger’s paths to bloodier prey. 

The castle shall be Hassan’s pyre, 

‘‘ If he has felt the tyrant’s ire.”— 

' H is blood is on this dagger’s blade, 

“ ’Twas Haroun grasp’d its hilt, though dead.” 
Tlien let the flames of vengeance rise. 

Until they crimson all the skies!” 
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Already kindled in eaeh hall> 

The fire ilhnnes the castle wall; 

And dcstinv with fiercer doom 
Threatens each victim to consume 

Neidiiia! though thy filial prayer 
Was powerless, thou art Allah’s care— 
Sec! Osman, though his liaiid be red 
With blood by thine own jiarent shed. 
Still claims to lie thy guardian power. 

As in the blossom-woven bower. 

Alas ! can I laroun’s lovely daughter 
E’er love that hand of fellest slaughter ' 
Gui1t->taiiied and crimsoned though it be 
In deed of direst cruelty. 

Say, can the loved Neidina ever 
Hate Osman’s hand ^ no, never! never ’ 
On Osman's ami, on Osman’s breast. 
Alone Neidina now can rest. 
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The world that late so gaHy smiled 
Is now to her a desert wild. 

And she may share the Arab’s doom. 

For whom life’s scenes have ceased to bloom 

"'To horse! to horse! Away! away! 

" I charge you by the blood-red ray, 

" That \cng“eauc*c kindles round the bier 

I 

" Of Hassan slain and w arriors dear— 

“ Arabs! who prize with panting- breast 
The freedom of the boundless waste, 

“ Hence, to the desert’s wild domain, 

“ Bach follower of the victor train.”— 

'Tis Osman’s voice—that look in sooth 
Is not the smile of simple youth— 

" Osman no more—’tis I, Ismael !’* 

(A name at which each cheek turns pale) 

" On whose dread altar, stained witl; gore, 

1 to my sire, stern Hassan, swore 
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Revenge and Iiate unsatisfied^ 

‘ Agiiinst tlie tyrant’s power and pride— 
O’er Hassan’s corse, when Harouii fell. 
That oath I kept—^you know how well— 
Away —It seems as if agcaiii 
iSterii Hassan’s spirit led the train. 

And they avIio once in Harani gay 
Scarce felt the sun’s meridian ray. 

Must bear, far, far from Haram’s Ikimci*, 
The desert Min’s all-scorching jiower; 

T1 le blast that withers ca ery blade. 

In dcwless A^ale and leaHess sliade ; 

And she who once atus Haroun’s pride 
Is noAA a ruthless robber’** bride ! 

The winds seemed late as in the train 
Of young Ismael——like flatterers vain. 
When fortune’s clouds begin to lour. 

They now display their changeful power. 
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/Vh ! luckless is Neidina's lot; 

The siiltr)" sky is blazing* hot. 

The camel scents no spring afar,— 

Host will not come with night's fair star. 

For Ismael's train ]ia\ c far to speed 
O’er dreary wastes M’ith hounding steed. 

O’er trackless deserts, rocking in his ire 
Ftudi blood-stained altar and eacli fane of tire. 
Sirocco pours, with pestilential breath. 

His srorcliiiig whirlwinds and his gales of death. 
Alas! w hat dire misfortunes press around 
The travellers now who tread Arabian ground ’ 
Lone journeying haply from Assyrian laml 
'I'o Mecca's holy fane, ♦^hrough wastes of sand ; 
\\'ith fainting frame and melancholy eye, 

'I'hat droop beneath the tierce, unpitying sky, 
ParchM by increasing thirst and hopeless toil. 
Tlie\ ‘lowl) track and scan the barren soil. 
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U])raii»*d from billowy bed and moving plaiu^ 

As if the ocoaii liacl enlarg'd her reign ; 

First the hmg column, w’ith prognostic dire. 

Of sand, rolls on, illumed with sparkling fire. 

V 

Near and more near the dreadful giant draws. 

And bids death open wide his fearful jaM'S. 

Earth heaves—the caravan is buried deep ; 

The canicl-drivers cease their M*ngs, and weep. 
Mourn in your beauty, maids of Meta*a, mourn ' 
The faithful youths that ne\er shall return.— 

Priests of Medina! chant the sorrowing \erse, 

* 

And hang with blackening pomp the sacred hearse 
For you, with ceaseless step, and anxious toil. 

No sainted pilgrims bring th* accustom'd spoil— 
No balms from spicy glades your shrines to heaj»—^ 
Priests of Medina, mourn—and maids of Mecc 
weep! 

** Oh, why thus leave, with heart unkind, 

** The vales of fragrance far behind r 
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The sheltering grove, the* mead, the hill, 

“ The freshness of the gelid rill; 

“ For desert scenes, where limpid stream 
** Ne'er glistened to the solar beam ,* 

And never herb or blossom drew 
'' From Heaven the SM^eet einpearllng dew r 
What danger threats? what foes assail? 

** What thoughts ha\e steel'd thy breast, Ismael * 
“ That thou no more the tr\ith will jn-ove 
Of Osman’s vow, atid Osman's love ' 

** Alas! my heart foreboded woe, 

“ ^jj^iien first I mark'd thy darkened bruM, 

“ And shrinking, trembling, heard thee own. 

“ That thou wert Hassan Sabah’s son.'* 

The reddening cloud’s portentous sign, 

Precursor dread of wrath divine. 

Is gathering in yon lurid sky; 

Fly, traveller! dauntless horseman, fl) 1 
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All! whither may the victim speed 
From swift-niug’d death on fleetest steed ? 
The terror of tlie waste. Simoom, 

Has spread uivmiid his sullen ^loom— 
Simoom, udiose v’ery breath is fate— 

Fly, fly, Neidiiia! ere too late. 

Alas! the check that once m:is waiin 
With love’s and beauty’s matchlet-s eharui 
laiii^uid jioM, and j;}iaslly pale— 

Behold thy victim lum, fsiiiael * 

'riiat drooping- form, tliat dear one see, 
riie victim sad of love and thee. 

In \ain, uitli ^rief ari<l bre.'ist of flame. 
Thou caH’st u])on Kliadija’s name,— 

Vain now is all thy tenderest care, 

I'or fate with cruel dart is there. 

Short is the strife—the struggle vain 
Where such triumphant conquerors reign. 
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Like lily on the desert heathy 
The lov*d Neidina sinks to death. 

Where not a blossom springes to shed 
Its votive incense o’er the dead; 

But these dim clouds and loiu*iiig skies 
Were but the gates of paradise. 

That opened to thy gaze, loved fair, 

Th’ unfading joys that centre there— 
To thee, the angel of the good,. 

With smiles of pure beatitude. 

The welcome gave from worlds like this 
To scenes of never-dying bliss. 

The train have fled—the victor train 
That late in triumph scour’d the plain. 
Or sleeps at length the gory band 
Beneath the mountain heaps of saiifl. 
The lo\’d, the Jone, the brave Ismael, 
With niaddeiiing pulse and \isage pale, 
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Alone defies the dread Simoom^ 

And claims Neidiiia from the tomb— 

" Dread tyrant of tlie burning zone, 

** Who rid'st supreme on AzraeVs throne. 
Though thus life’s blossom thou may*st bligh 
“ Thou shalt not hide her from my sight.” 

Where once the p«ilin-tree stro\e to S 2 )read 
A shelter for the traveller’s head. 

His hands with frantic toil inhume 
The relics of Ncidina's bloom ; 

There fondly strives the youth to trace 
Each feature of her lovely face: 

There dwells on ever}' look and smile 
Tliat charmed his captive heart erewhile ; 

Each pitying glance reviews with joy. 

She gave the hapless Arab boy. 

And every bliss and every pain 
That memurv lo\ es to entertain : 
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Till with fresh vigour to destroy. 

The ravager of life and joy 
Comes awful forth, and lays Ismael 
Beside Ncidina’s ashes pale. 

Mute as those lijis, whose odorous breath 
Gave fragrance to the caves of death. 

There sluml)cr in one lonely grave 
The young, the beautiful, and .brave; 

No sculptur’d stone—no palm-tree’s shade 
Point where the hapless pair are laid; 

The travellers’ bones that whiten there 
Alone the dreary spot declare! 
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Note 1, page line last. 

Tne liulbnl sing'i at twilight houri. 

One of the appellations of the nightingale. The Persian fabk of 
the attaclimcnt of the nightingale to the rose is well known, and 
has already been made copious use of b> the poets. 

Note 2, page 5, line 2. 

^oharah liugcrb in the sky. 

Zoliaiah, or the beautiful,'’ is the Arabian name oi liic plain i 
Venus.— D^IIerhtlot. 


Note .3, page 5, line 12. 

And chant the birth oj hennty'i blushing in'C. 

Tiie season when the rose iirst enters into blossom is celebrated 
with much lostivity m some of the Asiatic provinces the populace* 
reson m crowds to the adjacent gardens, <md enter into scenes of 
gaiot> and pleasure rarely known amongst other nations. 

Note 4, page 6, line 17. 

The caftan red, the ostrich plume. 

The turban, or shawl wound round it. 

“ His calpah rent—his caftan red.**—Zl^/row. 
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Note 5, page 7, line 7. 

And gluttittigf nushealhed ataghun, 
A long dagger, w orn with pistols in the belt. 


Note 6, page 7, line 16. 

Ftil as the earthquake, or the blast 
That houls o'er Biilack's dcbcrt vast* 

** Keen as the blasts from BuLiolc’s desert blow .’*—Translation 
(fom the Ptrsian. 


Note 7, page 8, line 7 
Une as the fund of doth Azrael, 
Aziael IS tiic atigel of death. 


Note K, page 13, line 7. 
Tne tambour has beat. 

The Turkish drum. 


Note .0, page T2, line 9. 
hoibUiut steeo>^ hart frit <y uind. 

The Koehlani bued of horses arc the most priced by the Art* 
bians. Tliey are chietl} bred by the Bedouins, settled on the con* 
tiiu'.v of Basia, Meridin, and Syria, in which countries the grandees 
will not condescend to ride on horses of any other race The utmost 
care is taken to preserve the blood pure and uneontaminated ; and 
the legitimacy of the progeny must be ascertained before sworn 
witnesses, who would think it the most heinous crime to preyaricatr 
in respect to the descent of a hqrse. 
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The affectionate attachment which the Arabs feel for these ani¬ 
mals affords a striking contrast to the inhumanity evinced by more 
civilized nations. These people have succeeded by means of a mild 
treatment and the utmost attention in making their horses the first 
racers in the universe. They never strike them. They break them 
in by dint of caresses; and it is stated that they thus render them so 
tractable, that should a liorsemon fall in the course^ his horse stops 
immediately) and remains by him without quitting him. Hiey do 
not tie them up in their camp; they suffer them to stray as tliey 
graze in the environs, from whence they tome at the call of their 
masters. 

One cannot read without emotiort what is related on this subject 
by the old consul DTf ervieux, iii his travels to Lebanon, and by Ber- 
nardin St. Ticrrc, who has given us on the above authority the fol¬ 
lowing affecting anecdote • 

Tlie whole slock of a poor Arabian of the desert consisted of a 
beautiful marc this the Frencb consul at Saul offered to purchase 
with a view to send it to Louis the XIVth The Arab, pressed by 
ncocssit}', hesitated a long time, but at length consented on condition 
of receiving a very considerable sum of money. The Consul wrote 
10 France for permission to close the bargain, and having obtained 
It, sent immediately for the Arab, who arrived, mounted on bis beau¬ 
tiful courser. Having alighted, the Consul counted out to him the 
money he required. The man, so indigent as to possess only a 
miserable rag, a covering to his body, looking first at tlie gold, and 
then stedfasttv at his marc, heaved a dee|) sigh. ^*To whom is it,*' 
he exclaimed, ** that 1 am going to yield thee up? to Kuropenns * who 
udll tie (bee close, who will beat tbee ' who will render thee misera^ 
ble! Return with me, my beauty! my darling! and rejoice the 
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hearts of my children !*' As he pronounced the last words, he sprang 
upon her back, and was out of sight almost in a moment. 

Note 10, page 23, line 6. 

A Fakir whispered in his ear, 

A travelling pedlar. 

Note 11, page 35, line IG. 

(hman no more—'tis i, Jsmarl ^ 

A name at which luih chuk turns pale. 

The confederated order of assassins, winch m tiic time of the cru¬ 
sades, and for two centuries, acted an important part in Asiatic his¬ 
tory, were originally a Inanih of the Ismaelitcs. The) were a secret 
society originally organized at Cairo, wliercin the adopts took an 
oath to obey implicit!)' a chief that was even unknown to them. 
One of tlicii fundamental positions was the impunity o£«rimes, their 
horrible dogmas inculcating that all human authority, including kings, 
magistrates and priests, was superfluous and pernicious. The princes 
of the East were frequently so imprudent as to make common cause 
with Hassaii Sahah, chief of the order, a desperate, headstrong ad¬ 
venturer, w ho became a terror to all governments, polluting thrones, 
tribunals, and altars with blood. One of his deys, Hassan Ben Sa¬ 
bah Hoinain, a competitor for the throne, became, towards the end 
of ihe eleventh centur\', the founder of a new sect. He s^zedon 
the strong castle of Alamut, between Dilcm and Irak, and made it 
the seat of ins power. The Templars, at that pcrittd, appear to liave 
been actuated ly a spirit not very dissimilar to that of the la- 
niaclites. 
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Note I2» pa^ 37i line 3. 

The camel scente no spring afar. 

It is an observation among the Arabs that wherever there are 
treeSf the water is not far ofT; and when they draw near a pool, tlidr 
camels will smell at a great distance, and set up a fast trot until th^ 
come to it. 


Note IS, page 37, line 7. 

O'er ti ucklcss dcACt rucking in his ire. 

For tins picture of a caravan perisliing in the desert, and the sub¬ 
sequent fate of Ismael and liis companionti, I am indebted to a paint* 
ing by M. Horace Veriiet, which 1 had the pleasure of witnessing 
at a recent exhibition in the Louvre: the piece is entitled hmayt 
and Maryam, Isina^l, the son of an Arab chief, has earned off the 
daughter of the governor of Jerusalem, lilai^am, struggling 
against the love with which Ismayl had inspired her, and her religious 
scruples, sinks under the weight of her grief and her fatigues, and 
dies in the desert whither Ismayl had carried her. She is buried 
under some |ialm>trees. Tlie reddening cloud, the precursor of the 
terrible Simoom, the blast and terror of the des rt, is soon seen to 
rise. Every one flies. Ismayl alone, inconsolable for the loss he 
has sustained, a prey to the most profound despair, docs not seek to 
escape from the death that threatens him. He removes the sand 
which covers the unfortunate olject of his lo^ e, bedews her relics 
with tears, and contemplates her faded beauty until the general ra* 
voger has made them both disappear. The picture was as well exe* 
cuted as it was affecting in its subject. 


D 
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Note 14» page 40| lines 13 and 14. 

In tmitt vnth grirfand brea$t of Jiamf, 
Thou calTit vpon Khad^a'g name. 

The name of Mahomet^s wife. 



SKETCHES OF.SCENERY, 


FOREIGN AND DOMESTIC. 




VIEW FROM MONT MARTRE, 


IN THE VICINITY OF PARIS. 


From the gay round of flaunting pleasures^ 
That court> where Paris spreads her treasures 
In gay assemblage of delight. 

To win the astonished stranger’s sight; 

From gardens trim, that boast the bloom 
Of orange groves, the East’s perfume ; 

From palace proud, and splendid hall. 

Where luxury holds high carnival— 
Through streets that form a contrast rare 
To all that’s splendid, clean, and fair. 

Where scarce the cabriolet can roll 
Its dangerous wheel and jutting pole. 
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Untii^d^ unsated with the view, 

I come, Mont Martre’s cliffs! to you^ 
Like young Ambition^ striving still 
To dimb his Bteep> ^Eitiguing hill. 

Now up thy windmill-studded side^ 
That rises high in mountain pride. 
Abrupt and rude, I labour slow; 

And often turn to mark below 
The prospect stretch its ample bound 
Till lost in the horizon’s round. 
Presenting to the ravish'd glance 
A varied, rich, and wide expanse 
Of all that charms the heart or eye. 
Beneath th* o'ercanopying sky. 

From gay Belleville to Passy's green. 
High o'er the variegated scene. 

The clasping Iris pleased has thrown 
The pledge of peace, her beauteous zone. 
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Beneath whose bright etherial span 
The imitative works of man 
Rise in fresh glory to the view. 

Gilded by art'fir and nature’s hue. 

Though pure as mountain rill, sweet Seine, 

I’ve traced thee on Burgundian plain. 

By chateau gay and meadow green. 

And lawn, and vine-empurpled scene. 

Yet here, the city’s crowds among. 

Thou roll’st no limpid tide along. 

Though o’er thy sluggish wave's expanse 
Majestic towers the pride of France, 

No splendid bark, no navy rides 
Thy stream, that feels no quickening tides— 
Enough that thy unruffled breast 
Receives the images impressed 
Of holy fane and palace gay. 

And dome all gilt with golden ray: 

And sometimes, if I rightly deem. 

Through each proud arch that spans thy stream 
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Some bargeman plies along thy shore 
His lone and solitary oar. 

And blanchisseuse or lavandiere^ 

Erect their ark's strange fabric near. 

Within these walls* prolific round. 

The limits of Parisian ground. 

What streams of blood liavc stained the earth 
And given to dire convulsions birth! 

What fatal warnings from the block 
To Europe given full many a shock! 

What myriads died that France might be, 
Wliat France now is, and will l3e—free! 
Here while around my glance 1 cast. 

And all the present and the past 
Seem spread to view, I mark where rose 
The dreaded Bastile's scene of woes ; 

The towers of gloom, that yet with shame 
Indignant freedom starts to name. 

The stranger now oft seeks the place 
Where thraldom reign'd, but finds no trace 
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Of prison dark or dungeon lone-i-i 
The power of tyranny is gone. 

There rise no more the captive's cry. 

And hopeless misery's prayer and sigh: 

Fallen are the frowning towers, and rased 
Each stone that nature’s rights debased; 

The winds of heaven are wandering free 
O'er scenes of past captivity; 

a 

And on the spot of sad repining 
The cheerful sun of joy is shining! 

Blest scene of gaiety and joy! 

Where the Parisian's sole employ 

Is to pursue with spirits gay 

The light-wing'd pleasure of the day; 

I love thy prospect's charms to trace. 

Each object rare, and far-fam'd place ; 

Each spot to art or glory dear. 

Or moisten'd with a nation's tear. 

D 5 
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Again I fondly seem to rove 
Along the gay Elysian grove; 

Thy boulevards where Mirth and Sporty 
And Pleasure's happy train resort; 

Pursue—or with Thalia sit. 

And share the feast of attic wit: 

Or where is heard the jocund strain. 

Within the Guiiigette's glad domain, 

The reins to frolic fancy give, 

And like light hearts resolve to live. 

Thy squares—where Victory rode subliuic 
As in the conquering car of Time— 

Where now another's sceptre sways— 

So &des ambition's dazzling rays— 

Thy polish'd walks, where fashion spreads 
Her smiles o'er tasteful promenades. 

Thy gardens, where enamour'd Art 
To Flora acts a lover's part. 

And calls from Fancy's fairy clime 
Fresh charms to deck her blooming prime— 
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Ima^nation loves to tread-— 

Still in the Louvre's hallow'd shade 
1 seem to stands and gaze on all 
That keeps the'admiring mind in thrall; 
The forms that Genius’ powerful hand, 
As with a wizard's magic wand^ 

Has wak'd to mimic life^ and given 
A hue, an image worthy heaven! 

There, masters of the art divine! 

Your spirits live, and there a shrine 
At last your matchless labours hnd. 

Worthy of the immortal mind. 

* 

Thrice happy people I—Chappy ye 
Who boast the lightsome heart of glee; 
Who make even death itself look gay. 

As if 'twere pleasure's holiday ! 

Mark wheie yon mountain's sloping side 
Spreads to the sun in flow'ry pride. 
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And WOOS the ray, the zephyr’s breath 

To linger on each votive wreath— 

There as you pass with wondering eyes. 

At every step fresh garlands rise; 

Gay coronets of fairest flowers. 

That bloom—^but not for pleasure’s bowers— 

Alas! the garlands there that spread. 

But bloom and blossom for the dead ! 

There, in a garden and a grave. 

Repose the gay, the young, the brave. 

And age that sinks on nature’s breast 

As to its downy couch of rest; 

There oft the youth and mourning maid 

0- 

Whose love is in the cold dust laid, 

Repfur to deck the flowery scene 
With roses and with evergreen. 

Narcissus, jasmines, violets blue. 

And lilies of imchanging hue; 

Such as, lone traveller, you may see 
Adorn the tomb of Rosalie ; 
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Flowers that are fairest of the year 
To deck the tomb of those held dear^ 

Now slumberiDg on the sunny hill 
Of Pere la Chaise^ how mute and still! 

Now change the view—.Along this plain. 

Deep dy*d Mith many a crimson stain ! 

Mark where th* assembled hosts of war 
Late drove their desolating car. 

When slaughter raged along the heath. 

And glory sought the arms of death; 

There guardian Freedom took her stand. 

And marshaird her indignant band; 

There victor arms from fields of gore 
Aloft triumphant banners bore. 

While echoing thunder shook the ground. 

And Paris trembled at the sound. 

There in one grave—one common heap, 

The ashes of the warriors sleep. 
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Who wielded valour’s sword in vain. 
And perished on that fatal plain. 

Ah, never more may g'ory hand 
Here lift stern war's destroying 1>rand * 
Nor nild Ambition, frantic^grown. 

On these fair fanes erect his thmne. 
Nor revolutionary rage 
In blood its fiend-likc wrath assuage ; 
But peace and order’s social calm 
To bleeding nature bring their balni. 
Till rankling wounds forget their woe. 
And nations feel the ennobling glow 
Which cherishes the ties that bind 
ill friendship's bonds the human niiiui- 



NOTES 


TO THE 


VIEW FROM MONT MARTRE. 


Note 1» page 54, lines 1 and 2. 

Until*untaitd with the vtfu*, 

I come, Mont Martre^s clijfs! to yon. 

The eminence of Mont Martre affords a noble prospect & 
ascended the heights on a day very favourable for enjoying its beauty. 
To add to the novelty and picturesque eflfect of the scene, a rain¬ 
bow threw its exquisite colouring over the landscape for main 
miles. On one side was visible the whole extent of Paris, Pass}. 
St Cloud, St. Germains, and St Denys: on the other, the extenmve 
plain, which, on the 30th of March 1814, was the scene of the en¬ 
gagement between the allied armies and the French, which has been 
styled the battle of Paris. The dead were all interreil principally in 
a cemetery at the foot af the hill, looking towards the plain. 
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Note 2f page 56t lines 3 and 4. 

And blanchtsseuie or lavandiere, 

Ki ert ihcvr ark*h strangeJuhric near. 

Washerwomen. 

Almost all the washing in Paris is carried on in long vessels, like 
track boats, or wooden houses, stationed along the borders of the 
Seine; atid, strange to observe, the men chiefly perform this office. 

Note 3, ]>age r«C, line 16. 

The drendtd liasnU's scene oj woes, 

Tlic site of the Bastile can now scarcely be traced. The spot 
where the towers of the gloomy dungeons once rose is indeed 
jiointed out witli recollections of horror, but the eye and the mind 
are no longer afflicted by the sight of the dreadful building. 

Note 4, page 58, lines 7 and 8. 

Or where is heard the jocund strain, 

Ji'uhin the Ouingette’s glad domain. 

The guingettes are the gardens in the suburbs or environs of 
gjParis, to which the lower classes resort on Sundays and holidays 
for recreation. 


Note 5, page 59, lines 17 and 18. 

Mark where yon mountain's sloping side 
Spreads to the sun injlow*ry pride. 

The cemetery of Pere la Chaise, in the neighbourhood of Paris, 
has no parallel in any capital of Europe. It is situated upon Uie 
sloping side of Mont Louis, on the grounds of the house formedjf 
bdonging to the Jesuit confessor of Louis XIV. He racsjlf^ 
the ground on which the cemetery is rituate, and whidi bears bis 



VIEW FBOM MONT MABTRE. 


65 


name, from Louis XIVth, to whom he was confidential adviser 
for thirty years. From being the sc«ie where probably were planned 
those persecutions of the Protestants which followed the revocation 
of tlie Edict of NanU» it is become the field wiiere the dead repos^ 
in a sort of elysium. Its entrance is placed on the exterior boulc. 
vard of the Barrier D'Aulnay, on the north-east of the capital. 
Placed in the most picturesque situVion» its vast extenti tlie mag¬ 
nificent view it connnandsi its undulating soil, covered with verdure 
and shaded by trees, and its beautiiul monuments, attract the 
curiosity of strangers, who admire the purity of taste that prevails in 
these monuments, which are all modem. This inclosurc contains no 
mouhlcring sepulchre; every tomb bear^ a recent date, and the in¬ 
scriptions often remind us of namev and persons that have attracted 
our love or excited our admiration. The monument of Eloisa and 
Abelard, which was transported from the abbey of Paraclete, and 
placed in the internal court of the Petits Augustins, is now removed 
liither, and actually contains the ashes of these lovers. Here also 
repose die remains of DdiUe and Fourcroy, of Gretry, of the poet 
Chenier, of Madame Cottin and Mademoiselle Clairon, with num¬ 
bers of learned men who have instructed mankind by their labours,^ 
and left names that will last when their monuments, like their mor¬ 
tal r^mdnS| will be mouldered into dust. Nodung can be more 
an the sight of this cemetery on die day of the /i^te oj tht 
• (le jour des moits), for the French distinguish every thing by 
'^alete, and mix fashion and festnity with their most imposing so¬ 
lemnities. On Uidt day, sacred to the dead, the Catholics hasten 
hither in crowds, and, kneeling at the gr&ye of the departed, pra> for 
the repose of llioir souls. This lender superstition, that soothes the 
bitterness of sonow, is more to be envied than deplored. The Pro. 
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testants bring ofieringi of fresh flowers, sdecting periiaps those to 
which some recollection of the heart has given a predilection. Tlie 
groves are all carefully planted with shrubs, and the pains taken to 
decorate the abodes of the dead seem to equal, if not t o surpass in 
many mstances, the labours bestowed in ornamenting the mansions of 
the living. When I visited this fidld, at once a garden and a grave, 
though it was in the gloomy month of November when the Jett rfrs 
morft was held, I could perceive the indications of tributary affection 
long before 1 arrived at the spot for which they were destined . 
for the walls and avenues were hung with mortuary crowns of 
flowers, and garlands of red and white roses, lilies and v iolets were 
eagerly offered to the pensive visitor by crowds of juvenile mourners 
How soothing a contrast we find in this sad, yet cherished pri. 
vilege of indulging in afibctiouate remembrance over the trea' 
sured relics of those we have esteemed, with those times, when the 
dead were thrown into one common gulf, over which no prayer was 
uttered, and no memonul left' 

On my return from visiting this interesting spot, I wrote the 
verses which will be found in a subsequent part of this volume. 
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ALPINE SCENERY. 


O'er Jura's ridge, with reddening splendour bright. 
Walks the gay sun, and sheds his purple light. 
While many a glacier with reflecting gleam 
Glows in the ray, and drinks the orient beam; 

And many a songster trills her matin-lay. 

And many a vine-leaf trembles in the ray. 

While oft you hear resound from rock to rock. 

The sportsman's cry, the avalanche's shock. 

And mark the timid chamois, starting near, 
o'er the awful gulf, like wounded deer. 
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There> wLile th’ astonished traveller casts his eye 
Around^ beneath^ and seems to tread the skyj 
Or where Albano spreads her tranquil floods 
And shakes her dark-green crown of waving woods. 
Or Tivoli, exalted to the skies. 

Sees at her feet new Apennines arise. 

Throws a long shadow o*er the plains of Aar, 

And on his helmet binds the western star; 

Amid these heights sublime of nature’s plan. 

How puny seem the low concerns of roan! 

Shall mortal feet these lofty summits tread ? 

Does mortal eye behold the prospect spread ? 

Gaze, child of earth! and wonder ais you gaze. 
Kneel at the shrine, and whisper words of praise! 
Thy heart with feeling’s hallow'd ardour bums. 
And thy fleet soul its mortal mansion spurns. 
Awhile in worlds that bless, yet mock the mind. 
Imagination riots unconfln'd. 

And many a wandering phantom of delight. 

And many a dream shall flit before thy sight; 
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And many a soothing thought thy bosom swells 
Wliose office and whose nature who shall tell ? 
Emotions sweet your tranced hours prolongs 
The heart shall dance, but speechless be the tongue/ 

So, bright with heavenly hues, from Pisgah’s height. 
The land of promise charmed the prophet’s sight. 

** Hail, happy land! with gleams of glory gay,*' 
Fondly he cried, and gazed his soul away. 

Sure bliss may virtue’s ebbing pulse employ. 

And he may gaze who never shall enjoy! 

O, then, let rapture wing the fleeting breath. 

And Fancy flutter in the arms of Death! 

These are the scenes thy spirit sighed to see, 

The sunny realms of light and liberty— 

For these, exulting in thy high l)chest. 

Thy steps intrepid trod th* Assyrian M^astc ; 

Paced the lone wilderness with dauntless tread. 

And fearless follow’d where the night-fire led: 
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But lo! when bursts the day-spring from on higlij 
And joy*8 fair prospect greets thy longing eye; 
Alas! the envious grave obtrudes between^ 

And bars thy passage to the happy scene. 
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ON LEAVING A SCENE ON THE BANKS 
OF THE ARNO. 


Adieu to Arno’s sLelvy side. 

With Nature's brightest colours gay 
Array'd in aromatic pride. 

Luxuriant as the lap of May. 

Your fragrance 1 no more inhale. 

Your flowery tracks no more pursue; 
To all your bowers a long flirewell. 

To all your sweets a long adieu i 
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Thine, Arno! is the loveliest vale 
TIiat*^Bprcads its bosom to the day, 

Or courts the soft Favonian gale. 

To brush the pearly dews away. 

Along y(»iir banks with blossoms (Town'd, 
How^ oft with careless steps I've stray’d. 
And taught the lute with dulcet sound 
T^ murmur in the twilight shade. 


And when the nymphs of Neptune's wave 
Awoke the music of the deep. 

And her mild light wan Cynthia gave. 

To sni4K)th the horrors of the steep. 

% 

And when the primrose spreads its gem 
And April de^i s sat in the bell ; 

And when the tmy fairies came 
To revel in th< lily s cell; 
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(), theu 'twas sweet to wander o'er 

Your scenes beneath the moon's pale glance, 
By dpM’-brigbt bowers of sycamore. 

Gay as the visions of romance. 

But, ah! no more those scenes I view 
No more their sweet breath I inhale 
To all those walks a long adieu, * 

To all tlieir sweets a long farewell! 
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AN HISTORICAL SKETCH. 


Sisters of scioucc ’ yc whoso fostering smilo 
Shed on E^can or on Cyrlado isle. 

Or where Ionian breezes fan the land. 

Or stormy Adria laves tlie adverse strand. 

Bade Genius spread her fairest blooms arouiul 
And shining pros^KJets streteli their ample bound 
To whore, im]»etuous, round the palmy shore 
Of farthest Crete the L\biaii billons roar: 

m 

Whether where Freedom first her teinj>le rear’d. 
And Valour on her circling hills appeared. 
Patient and fraught with every innate n(»ith. 
You nobly called her Spartan vigour forth, 

t 

Or where Hymottiis, rich in native Mcalth. 
Spread to botanic hands the stores of health. 
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Yc smiling reared the flower of human kind— 
'Twas yours to wake^he energies of mind; 

Tiieii, as you saw and marked witli kind control 
Heroic actions rising in the soul. 

Sisters of science! in harmonious dance 
Ye bade the smiling rival arts advance; 

And wliore they led their soft, their gentle train, 
Athenian glories blessed the happy plain. 

Greece! sapient nurse of every finer art. 

That stealfi its gentle empire o’er the heart; 

Or holds with nature the creative strife. 

And sheds o’er all her walks the mimic life; 

Tn as then thy voice in bold poetic jdirase 
Knew to exalted heights the soul to raise; 
Whether it fondly taught thy youth to rove 
With Plato in the academic grove, 

Or leil by Freedom, peril to deride, 

.Shof>k on his victor throne tyrannic Priue; 
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And formed the palm of eloquence to reach, 
Proved all the rapt divinity of speech. 

’Twas then, enlarging nature*s narrow lK)und, 
Amid the moral harmony of souiid^ 

Shone forth the fountain bard, and poured along 
The mingled soul of nations in the song. 

’Twas then the j)oneil proved its plastic art. 

And with cool touch the chisel played its part— 
Full of Apollo’s air the canvas shone. 

And peerless l»ea\ity smiled in Parian storfe. 

When Victory rose, <ui eagle pinions borne. 

And hailed by Tilicr’s banks her dawning morn , 
When far as her resistless legions shone, 

Rome saw the lanquished realms ht'r empire ovi n 
Or when in senate met, in glorj's <lreatn. 

She marked the gods inspire the darling theme , 
Or yoked the steed to the triumphal car. 

And showed returning peace tlic spoils of n ar: 
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Still bciencc charm’d^ and learning's noble aim 

Pursued the path to never-dying fame. 

WJiere'er her arms, with crimson conquests soil’d, 

L'p the rude steep of empire slowly toiled; 

On Scythian wastes where winter stem abides, 

* 

Or boundless deserts lav’d by Caspian tides; 
Onward to where the Mauritanian plain. 

And all Arabia spreads her sweets in vain; 

Where C^hage unsubdu’d on Afric’s shore 
\ rival, lion-hearted spirit bore, 

()r \\ here the vales Hesj)erian blossoms boast, 

()r Valour guards his Ca]cd<mian coast: 

ft 

The Muses follow'd, u^here she led the way. 

And dawn'd serene their own celestial day; 

On ciigle wings still Science loves to soar, 

\nd spread her cheering light from shore to shore. 
* 

\V)iat louring clouds, of murkiest darkness born, 
V*ith sullen gloom deform the rising morn ! 
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Why^fades the light of joy in Europe's sky. 

And libc'iyj and truth, and learning fly ? 

Lo! from the Gothic regions of the North 
Rush the rude bands of Superstition fortli; 

And where the cypress spreads a death-like gloom, 
Her votaries strew their trophies on the tomb; 
There, as dim night a deeper shadow flings. 

And the hoarse raven flaps his sable wings, 

A frantic train perform, with bosom gored. 

The incantation deep, the rite abhorred; 

Or pour from savage rocks and desert lands 
O'er yielding empire their prolific bands. 

Till freedom, source of glory's brighter aim. 

No more inspires the unresisted flame ; 

And the Muse, stooping* from her height sublime. 
With Arts, affrighted, seeks a warmer clime. 

When Autumn pensive mourns the fading year. 
And the North speaks his rising tempests near; 



FOEEIGN AND DOMESTIC. 


'J'hus warn’d of M'inter and prepared to rove, 
riie featlicrcil wanderers leave the hapless grove, 
Ur^e their long flight, and rest their wearied wing 
In shining vales that boast eternal spring. 

Ah ! linger yet awhile in western skies. 

Ye messengers of light, though Freedom flies— 
'I’hoiigh Attila and blood deform the day. 

Leave not the M'orld to darkness and dismay! 

Vain wish ! the martyr of a barbai*ous ire. 
Slow-working Taste beholds her lighted pyre, 

'J oils on which glory shed enamour’d rays, 

a 

Temples and trophies, crumbling in the blaze. 

Daughters of science I then with sorrowing train 
^'e left ungrateful Europe to complain ; 

And where the Orient pours resistless day 
0*cr friigrant vales with nature’s glories gay. 

Ye fondly dwelt the Avhile in mortal bowers, 

Shed all your smiles and mingled all your powders. 
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Awake! O Muses! sound victorious strains, 

Lo! learning triumphs, and a Leo reigns! 

See, glorying in the radiance from on high, 

Etruria lifts her laurels to the sky. 

O’er Latium's plains the bursting splendour beams. 
And Tiber, Arno, Mincio mingle streams. 

Lo! at the chiscrs magic touch arise 

Fair forms that start to life and claim the skies 

The pencil, that no servile arts control. 

Arrests the glowing image of the soul. 

And Architecture lifts again her head. 

And Science, wondering, wakens from the dead. 

Thus, while with grateful throb he learns to glow. 
The sufferer rises from the bed of woe ; 

Wak’d as to second life, how springs his soul. 

To gladness strung, beyond her earthly goal ; 

As life with sweet enchantment charms anew, 

Hope lends its magic colours to the view; 



FOREIGN AND DOMESTIC. 


Love, friendship, filial tenderness impai't 
A long-lost thrilling transport to the heart, 

Wliile fiiiicy bids her waking visions cast 

« 

Tlie robe of sweet oblivion o’er the past. 
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A SOUTH AMERICAN SCENE. 


Where Orellano, with resistless sweep. 

Cascading* wild o'er Andes* clianneH'd steep. 

Bids his vast torrents shake each mountain grove. 
And sounds their march along the cliffs above. 
The hapless victim of Iberian power 
Ascends unaw'd, and builds his leafy bower ; 
While every cave and mountain walk sublime, 
Wliere silence slumber'd since the birth (»f time. 
Bids the loud hymn of liberty arise. 

And swells the choral incense to the skies. 

But ah ! what agonies his bosom thrill. 

What maddening tumults rise, what drops distil. 

As pausing at each step he turns to see 

The lauds that once were happy, once were free! 
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Oil (kys of innocence fond fancy dreams^ 

His native mountains and his native streams; 
Where, led by fragrant isles and citron groves. 

His liarp was strung to charm his dusky loves. 

Alas! no more the stream of music flow’s. 

Where once liis w’ild harp’s jocund notes ai'ose; 
But cruelty, and lust, and rapine, there 
Have spread o*er all the ensigns of despair. 

He flies the haunts of man and native shore, 

But weeps to think those pleasures arc no more; 
Casts a long, lingering look where murder roves, 
Then shrouds him in the bower that freedom loves 
And woods, and wilds, and cavern’d rocks rejily. 
Vocal to grief, with murmurs from on high. 

So Virtue, travelling to her 8010*06 sublime, 

Scorns th’ abandoned world, but weeps its crime. 
Siul as she veils from guilt her dewy eyes. 

And seeks her native fields beyond the skies. 
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THE CONVENT. 


The eye of Heaven lieholds no fairer flower 
Than Beauty blooming- in religion’s Ijower, 

But Pity weeps, and angels drop the tear. 

To mark its wrongs and destiny severe; 

And sunny smiles of love, and little day, 

And dreams of rapture, hastening to deca), 

And all its o|)eiiing prospects dasli'd with gloom. 
And all its blossoms shaded by the tomb ! 

Ah ! not for you, sad sisters of the cell. 

Where musing Melancholy loves to dwell. 

And strives to chase the convent’s chilling <lamp. 
And trims with trembling hands her vestal lamp 
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All! not for you the star of glory shines^ 
Ripens no brilliant (laughter of the mines; 
Blows no fair flower with purple light arrayed. 
Sings no sweet warbler oftlie rural shade; 
Strays no fond w'aiidcrer in the twilight grove, 

I 

Breathes no rajit vow*^ or ])(|ui 4 lay of love ; 

But pining sorrow melts the ioul to tears, 

As fancy paints the joys (►f other yews. 

And many a tale is told wdtU tearful eye. 

Of man’s perfidious love and (aiielty. 

When burns the tajier dimfy in the hall. 

And still small voices tolk alp^^e wall. 

Till even devotion's pu|*ef ardouiv cease 
To point the way to and jicime. 


% 

The vesper bell hiis sIkmAi the (Cloister'd pile, 

; 

And hollow' murmurs cre^ along the aisle. 
Low at the sacred shrine the virgin kneels. 
The w'hite-rob’d devotee the cross reveals— 
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Ah^ Spare her in that hour. Remembrance! spare. 
And mav no sufferings check her rising prayer; 
No cherish’d accents tremble on her tongue. 

No love-sick music mingle with her song; 

But Heaven one hour of happiness bestow. 

For many a sad, long, lingering year of woe. 

I Knew thee, Julia, ere that veil of gh)oni 
Bade on thy cheek the roses cease to bloom. 

When thy young lieart was tun’d to blameless glee, 
And every tongue breathed votive sighs to tlice 
Fair smiled the mom of life in Arno’s vale. 

While hope and pleasure told their flattering tale ; 
And Florio breathed liis sighs of tender lo\ o. 

And all your vows were registered above, 

But fraud with avarice conspir’d to throw 
O'er smiling scenes of bliss the shade of woe . 

With too successful power their arts were plieil. 
Back’d by stern mandates of relentless pride, 
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And superstition's train^ whose baleful aid 
Dooms life's fair dower to wither in the shade. 

I 

Then bade thy hearty to love and feeling true. 

To Florio and the world a sad adieu; 

Tlien closed these walls around thee, hapless fair! 
Tlie lone abo<les of penitence aiid prayer; 

While sorrowing sisters led thee to the shrine, 
And thou Avert wedded to a love divine. 
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THE CEMETERY OF PERE LA CllATSK 

IV THE NElGHBOVRnOOD OF PARIS. 


WiiEN^ like the Aeetiiig forms iliat Aed 
lu youth's fair morning from the \iew. 
We sink on dcatli’s ungeuial bed. 

And hid to life and love adieu; 

If aught that once with inAuciice kind 
Could chase the mists of sorrow's glcKmi, 
Can please the diseiulxKlied mind. 

And shed a pleasure o'er the tomb. 

*Tis when with sympathizing carQ 
Affection rears the votive bower. 

And w'eeping Pity’s daughters fair 
Trim the lone monumental Aouer. 
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As ill the precincts of La Chaise 

The hands of beauty nurse the wreath 
'riiat spreads the bloom of vernal days 

hm 

O’er the cold sanctuary of death. 

if aught of consolation sWeet 
Can mingle with the cup of woe^ 
W’hoii, far from each beloved retreat. 
Fate lays the hapless stranger low; 


Tis that his ashes may repose 
In peace, w'here those we Iovq arc laid. 
Where death has never paled the rose. 

And tears of piety are shed. 

flow sweet to him, when ]^)ussion*s past. 
Whose vows were paid at beauty’s shrine, 
'i'r> sleep where Abelard at last 
And his lov’d Heloisc entwine. 
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Ht) w sweet to those whose generous breast 
Wa form’d in Nature's school to feel. 

In the elysium of the blest 

To sleep with virtue and Delille! 

And such thy scene of lastinl; sleep. 

So tranquil and so hallow'd now, 

La Chaise 1 where once in vengeance deep 
Dark Persecution breathed his vow. 

Where Superstition banish'd far 
Sm ect L(»ve and Mercy from the ground. 
Benignant Pity's milder star 
A holier feeling s]»rcads around. 

Here oft o’er lost aifection's bier 
The mother and the lover bend, 

To dress with niSny a dower and tear 
The cherish'd child, the parted friend. 
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Here, side by side in flowery graves. 

The Russian and the Spaniard lie. 

And peace immortal olire waves 
O er warring’ nations* enmity. 

Then, mourn not, stranger, thu* thy doom 
He sorrow's lot, and brief thy days-^ 

If joy can penetrate the tomb, 

'j'lioii'lt find it here—in Fere la Chaise. 
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AN EVENING SCENE, 

IN' LmCOLMSHIBE. 


TifE storm had ceased ; the cloud was fled. 
That hung o*cr spire and lofty tower; 

And smiling skies of glowing red 

Beamed sweet on evening's tranquil boMcr 

And life and beauty smiled again 
On many a mead, with verdure gay. 
Where down by Skirbeck’s holy fane 
The Witham holds her placid way; 

And downward floating with the tide. 
Sought many a bark the distant seas. 



FOaSION AKD DOMESTIC. 


93 


Wliilc by its cowslip-covered side 
The windmill labour’d in tbe breeze. 

tf 

And where the blossom'd hawthorn g^rew. 

The throstle hymn'd tlie daystar down, 

And came along the waters blue 

The bell's long sweep from tower and tov'n. 

'I'lic wanderer saw, and blessed the scene; 
The letter'd grave-stone was his seat,— 

For meditation’s mood serene 
Was never lonely scene so meet. 

Fie saw, and blessed—for o'er his mind 
At length a heavenly calm was stealing, 

A mood more pensive and resign'd 
Than ever yet had lull’d its feeling. 

For passion's fierce tumultuous war 
Was sinking like the refluent tide. 
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Aluf hope’s vain dream was fled afar, 

And Jionour hid her head of 

♦ 

And Jove, they say, of bliss the sire, 

(That bliss to live wiUi love should cease 
Appeared a wild and wandering Are 
That plays upon the tomb of peace. 

The Muse, for stih he loved the Muse, 
WTio sw)thes when other pleasures die, 
Came like a pilgrim ’mid tlic dc\\ s 
To bear her ^ otary company. 

For he had m oke her minstrelsy. 

And many a lord and lady gay 
Had paused amid their Te^ elry 
To list the music of his U} ; 

ft 

And still to rapture’s dearest note 

He Mould have given his harp and tongiu 
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Hut tliat he mourn’d the minstrers lot^ 

\\"here minstrcVg harp had seld^ rung^. 

«i % 

‘‘ Adieu, my mountain echoes lone. 

The streams your murmuring haunts among, 
1'hat join’d at eve tlic harper’s tone. 

My blooming vales of deathless song! 

Adieu, the halls where mirth was mute, 

And ladies leaned on lover’s arm, 

And mute the talwur and the lute 

To catch my wild harp’s niagi6 charm ! 

Who now with legendary lay. 

Proud chiefs! shall grace your festal hours. 
Or sing the wintry night away. 

And lend a charm to summer bowers * 

Wlicn love had glanced where beauty shone, 
O! well the harp his passion spoke,— 
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Now, ladies! love may pine unknown; 

The minstxersJ^arp and heart are broke. 

'' *Tis his, by &tc far distant led. 

Ere age has brought her tresses grey. 
Lingering amid the nameless dead 
To pause and moralize his lay.** 

Tlius floating with the stream of time. 

We leave, for scenes of worldly strife. 
High towering fanc)*s )outhful clime. 

And tread the down\i ard path of life. 

The music that enchained our cars 

I.ike morning har]>s is heard no more, 
The 1ove-form*d MTcath no more apjiears. 

That deck’d our iuiij«Ntre] brows of vore. 

• • 

And well docs he’^of life opine. 

Who trusts not to its changeful sky. 
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Seldom on death’s dark confmes shine 
Such beams of ble^t tranq[uillit^ 

And happy he—O! happy he, 

Whose soul attun'd by virtue’s sire, 
("an cease its mortal minstrelsy. 

And rising- wake an angel’s lyre 1 
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WItITTEN IN BURLEIGH PARK, 

* 

THE SEAT OF THE MABOUIS OF EXETER. 


Sweet Burleigh! though enchanting Spenser*s lay. 
That Britain's sons and Britain's queen held dear. 
Pour'd from a heart that drooped, to grief a prey. 
Fell lost and charmless on thy Cecil's car; 

The Muse shall love thee—For thy name is twin'd 
With England's brightest deeds—with that 
day. 

That saw her standard wave, with freedom join'd, 
And triumph o'er invasion's proud array*. 

Fair spread thy spacious lawns, and gay thy boMcrs, 
Pure shines the limpid wave their glades among: 


* The Spanish Armada. 
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High o*cr the scene the oaHf majestic towers^ 

And sweet thy feather’d choir pursue the song. 

m 

Here beauty comes to add a sweeter charm 
Than aught that smiles where art and nature 
dwell; 

Here might the poet’s raptur’d bosom warm, 

And hence diffuse the visionary spell. 

Here might the fairy train resort to hold 
Their gamltols at the midnight hour serene^ 

And wave ’mid shady groves theif arms of gold. 

Or skim in vernal vest the spreading green. 

Elysian scenes, adieu !■—A wanderer’s sigh 

h breath’d less sad your soothing shades among; 

Though fair the scenes that meet the pilgrim’s eye, 
He may not linger ’mid their beauties long 
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SKETCHES or SCEXEITV^ 


LOCH LOMOND. 


The moon’s pale lustre lights Loch Lomond’s va\e, 

Smootli glides the boat, and smooth the n aters lave ; 

By some green isle’s elysium soft it glides. 

Or hermit hi^t, or m oinl’s emlioweriug sides ; 

While, darkly rising to the distint sk\% 

Ben Lomond lilts his ^erdau^ head on high. 

* 

Hark!—echoing wide o’er many a rock sublime. 
Floats the romantic music of the clime; 


As pausing oft, light hands obedient ply 

The oar, that scarcely drowns the enamoured high 

Love waves liis purjde wing^ in frolic mood, 

And Pleasure rides triumphant o’er the flood* 


Lo! Beauty, fainting in the gentle strife, 

, Unclasps her zone to catch the ggles of life f 
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Tune the glad pipe, ye youths of Lomond's side. 
Sing ye the song of joy with conscious pride; 

Ye maids! whose hand the bridal pomp prepare. 
Strew the gay flowers and braid your flowing hair; 
So may'st thou list the lover's tender talc, 

(), maid of Lomond's yellow-blossom'd vale ; 

So may such happy moments soon be thine. 

And Hymen light his torch at Virtue’s shrine! 




ODES. 




p 
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ODE TO AMBITION. 




1 .- 1 . 

W HEN Nature, in her youthful prime, 

With soug^ delayed the flight of Time, 
j\nd fondly woo’d immortal powers 

a 

To dwell in frail and fading bowers. 

Ere yet thou wav’dst a demon brand. 

Dread sovereign of the willing mind; 

Ere thou employ’dst a wizard wand. 

And arts unknown to harm mankind * 

With Freedom at hisHgide, unguilty man 

’Mid the gay blooms of vernal landscapes roved, 
iVnd firmly true to nature’s social plan. 

With g<Kllike zeal the nobler passions prove<l. 

r ^ 
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Wliile 8c*cnce bade the seeds of glory start, 

And love and pity claimed the pulses of his heart. 


I—2. 

'Tih o’er—And lo! thy Phrygian brand 
Old Empire’s crested pride has smote. 

And Asia bleeds beneath the hand 

Whose sword unties her Gorditm knot. 

With waving plume and falchion bright, 

Lo! where the victor bands appear ; 

Along HydasjKJs’ waves of light 

They marshal death with iron spear, 

And hark! what sounds ^oin Ammon’s hallow'’d fane 
In wafted accents hail him on his way. 

To whom in music’s long-resounding strain. 

The god vouchsafes his delegated sway. 

The temple rocks—the thunderer smiles supreme; 
O, bathe the warrior’s glaive in mercy’s holy stream ! 
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I_3. 

Or on their highly favoured mounts 
Or wandering by their hallow’d founts 
Pieria’s maids the wreath prepare 
To bind Apollo's golden hair; 

In sunbeams dress'd, his bright abode 
Gleams o'er each green Egean isle; 

The censer smokes—the laurel'd god 
In soft responses breathes the while, 

And O! how bright the polish’d walks, where wide 
The sunflower. Science, bids her blooms expand, 
And fabrics rise in gay Athenian pride. 

And many a smile is shed on Attic land! 
Wisdom's rapt voice each classic haunt pervades, 
And lights with Reason’s ray her Academic shades. 


II.—1. 

Why do their songs of triumph cease, 
And Memory’s daughters weeping go 



106 


ODES. 


Faij far from thee, O! native Greece! 

And sadly veil their laurell’d brow " 
in De]phi*8 venerable fane. 

Long, long in dumb suspense shall wait 
The white-rob'd priests, a sacred train, 

With mind prophetic of its country’s fate ' 

And sec from far the bleeding Muses stand. 

Where stained with gore Cephisus* waters stiaj. 
And mark thy steps, young Science! leave the lam!, 
Though many a blossom lure thee to delay. 

The eagle, from her eyrie in the west, 

Shall point her rising morn and hail thy high behest. 

lo Pcans to the brave— 

Warrior, hide thy helm and glaive, 

Victory, veil thy eyes of flame, 
i^nd, Latium, tremble at his name 
Who rides in Conquest’s crimson car, 
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Tlie Rubicon in triumph o’er— 

Tliy star of glory shines afar. 

But Rome and freedom are no more. 

What though where'er thy eagles wheeled tlieii 
flight, 

'File sun of science 'died refulgent day. 

And arts inventive woo'd the kindling light. 

To gild thy glories with a brighter ray ? 

Will these at Virtue's bloodless shrine atone 
For nature’s trampled tear and universal gi’oanr 

« 

In Hara's consecrated cave, 

O’erwhclined in visitation deep. 

And rapt in realms beyojid the gra\e. 

Behold a mighty prophet sleep ; 

And mark unveiled no fading scene. 

Far on the argent fields above, 

And fiery forms of angel mien 

point to the bowers of light and lovt. 
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List not the accents of urihalloM'*<l pride. 

That mingle with the tranced moments given— 
The swords of Cod shall marshal by thy side. 
Thy Crescent yet eclipse the Cross of Heaven 
The blast of llcsurrection rends the skies. 

And lo! Religion ])iles her dreadful sacridcc. 


III.—1. 

Hark! India groans through all her realms. 

And none the proud opjwessor whelms. 

And none the sword of hrmour draws 
To right unaw*d her injurM cause. 

And where the fear-stnick gazel flies, 

And where the Brain in |K)ured his jirayer. 

The guardian spirit Freedom flies. 

And Mercy dwells no longer there! 

Does Albion's breast with fiery ardours glow 
To see the sons of Sereswattee weej) ^ 

Give to the wands thy philanthropic prow^. 

And stretch thy arm of comfort o'er the deep! 

The dream is fled—With Timur's stained crest. 

She floats on bloody plume—the vulture of the West 
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III—2. 

Thy fairer form, O power, assume. 

Taught to soften and to save. 

Glowing in heaven's immortal bloom. 

Like Nature rising from the grave. 

Thy soul-awakening influence lend. 

The patriot's breast, the song inspire; 

The Muse shall at thy altars bend. 

And own thee virtue's quickening fire. 

To thee shall Ocean's subject wave bchmg. 

The stubborn glebe thy grateful pow’er proclaim. 

And Industry behold, his blooms among, 

The rural portal ope the gate of fame. 

Genius shall court thee in the lonely vale. 

And Learning from afar her bkKKlless triumphs hail. 

Ill—3. 

Then shall no more thy chastening hand 
Wave purple o’er yon bleeding land, 
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But G^-iry, charm'd M'ith hoacst toil. 

Teach the barren Alps to smile. 

And where the smiles of beauty w arm. 

And honour reddens into ire, 

Nobly nerve the British arm. 

And nobly string the British lyre- 

lleligion's self to thee a cliarm shall owe. 

As slow the Gorgon features fade aw'U), 

And mark around thy licavcn-illumin’d br<»w 
Tlie sun of righteousness diffuse a ray, 

While Nature, treading bat^k the etheroaJ roatl, 
‘Sails o'er you blue serene to meet her parent GoJ 



NOTES 


TO XHF 


ODE TO AMBITION. 


Note ly page lOGy lines 11 and 12. 

And hatk what sounds Jiom Ammon* s hallowed fane 
In wiifted accents hail hvn on his tcay. 

Alluding to Alexander the Great's visit to the temple of Jupiter 
Anmoii. 


Note 2y page 108, line G. 

With mind prophetic Us country )»Jute. 

The rich magnificence of the temple of Apollo, at Delphi, wsb 
.uoverbial even in the age of Homer. It was the grand repository of 
ancient Greece, in which the divine hoard was deposited, as well as the 
'ihours of the sculptor and the statuary; Gods, heroes, and illus- 
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XOTES TO THE 


triuus persons This sacred repository of opulence was, tliere- 
lore, often the object of plunder. Sylla, wanting money to pay his 
army, sent to borrow irom the holy treasury, and when bis messen¬ 
ger would have frightened him by reporting a prodigy, that the 
sound of a harp had been heard from within the holy sanctuary, re> 
plied. It was a sign that the God was happy to obhge him. 

Note 3, page 108, line 8. 

Where slained with gore Ccphtsiis* waters stray. 

The reeds which grew on the banks of the Cephisus, of which 
the shepherds made pi[H;s, Sylla*6 soldiers used as arrows. This 
incident has been finely treated by Dr. Langhome, in liis Fables 
of Flora.** 

Note 4, page 109, line 10. 

In Haro's consecrated cane* 

A cave in Mount Thor, to which Mahomet retired when he con* 
eeived the scheme of establishing a new religion. 

Note 5, page 109, line IG. 

And fiery forms tf angel mien, 

Angels, according to the Koran, arc pure subtile bodies created 
of fire. 

• 

Note 6, page 110, line 3. 

The swords of God shall marshal by thy tide. 

Mahomet, in speaking of one of his generals, gives him the title 
of** Sief min Soyouf Alla,** one of the swords of God. 
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Note 7, page 110, line 5. 

The bloMt of Reiurrection rettJs the stkies, 

Tlie Mahometans are still in expectation of the return ot their 
prophet, the immediate sign of which will be tlie blast of atrumpetr 
which they believe will be sounded three times. The first, they call 
fhe blast of Consternatum , the second, the blast of Erinanitum , 
and the third, the Blast of TtesnrrecUon. 
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ODE TO MERCY. 


When in yon stellar round sublime^ 

Beyond the fading bounds of Time, 

The sons of light, with glory crowned, 

The everlasting throne surround. 

If, rising ’mid the beauteous band, 

With blessings in his bounteous hand. 

One fairer still, with aspect meek, 

Bear on his fleet, expanded wing, • 

The will of Heaven’s Eternal King, 

And half his essence, half his power bes|)eak; 

^Tis thou, O Mercy, thou whose grateful voice. 
When Power Divine upheaved this fading spliert. 
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Applaiidiuj^ bade tlio universe rejoice. 

And non the Almighty Maker's favouring ear, 
Effusing round with smiles of boundless love, 

The vital beam of joy, and day-spring from above. 

Beniguajit Power! without thy aid. 

The wanderer in his midnight shade 
Had pined uupitied and alone; 

Nor lore’s endearing transports felt, 

Nor pity taught the breast to melt 
A\'ith sorrow not its*o\\ii. 

VVijsdom had ne'ci illumed the mind, 

Noi viitue’s hallow’d |M»wei refin’d 
And won them to lier mild control. 

The fiercer passions of tlie soul; 

And where the spring breathes liymns of love, 
Murder had fdled the echoing grove, 

Noi Justice sought her empire to extend. 

And bade the white-v'ing’d Charities descend. 
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The pestilenrc abhorr'cl, tlic earthquake dire. 

The tempest's Mrath, the li^htniofc's vengeful fire. 
O'er helpless man their tyrant reign luid spread, 

And throng’d nitli victims sad the mansions of the 
dead. 

Thoe on lus r(K*ks and desert shores, 

Foi niaiij a long day lingering there, 

T1h‘ sliij)wreck'd manner implores. 

With many an oft rej>eated prayer, 

Till hy thj influence thither led. 

The lessel cleaves the fc.»amy strand, 

Wliose friciidl) sail adventurous sjiread 
Shall Maft him to his native land. 

In diincc'ons where despair’s wan child 
Starts from his couch with horror wild, 

Or prostrate courts thy gentle sway, 

Attentive to his suppliant cry, 
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Thou loav'st awhile thy native sky. 

And wak'st hkn to a brighter day. 

Ah! then how dear affection’s smile appears. 

And, Love, thy fading form, liedewed with rapture’s 
tears. 

The fetter'd slave receives from thee 
The sacred boon of liberty, 

And learns his moral powers to scan. 

And triumphs in the name of man. 

On pathless wilds and desert plains. 

Where iron-scepter’d Winter reigns, 

And wraps around his haggard form 
His robe of darkness and of storm ; 

Blanching the traveller's cheek with fear. 

The cruel sjwiler of the j car. 

Thou bid’st the wanderer's terror cease, 

And guid’st him to a home of peace, 

Where joys that deck the cheerful hearth 
Awake the festive train to mirth; 
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And drcim with carols half dciout 

The storm that vainly raves witliout; 

* 1 .* 

Till sluinlier cidm their sympathetic fears, 

And, riding on tlic m ings of light, the morning sun 
appears. 

l"or e^er may tlic voms previiil, 

Which suffering virtue bids ascend; 

The oi*j)hjin*s cry, the m idou’s u ail. 

And M in thee gently to befriend. 

But who yon mourner’s noes shall cheer, 

Whom Fate, relentless in her ire. 

Has doom’d to shed th’ incessant tear, 

And mark each flattering hope expire 

/ 

Though earth to him can no^r no charm supply. 
Glad visions of delight Aall yet arise; 

For, lo! a fairer prospect gi-cets the eye. 

Divinely bright m ith hea^ en’s empyreal dyes: 
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To Him irliose g;uardlan arni was stretcVd to save, 
Wlio mourned like the ills that life may bring; 
’To Mercy’s self that triumph’d o’er the grare 
Thy incense rises oh seraphic wing— 

And, lo! a train of heavenly joys descend, 

|Q||bless with smiles divine fair Virtue’s suffering 
friend. 


G 
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NORTHERN VIEWS. 


Tiiocgh fairer fields iinitc the 

Of Spring, than \\a\ed in ;iges past^ 
On Alhin's hills, iu Alhin's \ ales. 

The light of song i-3 fading fast. 

O, once *twas svoct in hall or Ixaier 
To list tlie bard’s cneliantiiig strain— 
Still sweetly blows tlie mountain flouer. 
But })l<»ssoms o’er the tuneful train. 

Once ou his wide and fragrant m ild. 

By mountain steep or wa^ iiig tree, 
Wliile love and song his cares lieguiJed, 
The happy shepherd tun’d uith glee 
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The har^ by ancient minstrels strungi 
To tell of pleasures free from care; 

Of joys the happy yassal sung. 

The freeman is forbid to share. 

The song that echoed through the vale. 

The pipe that rung on hills sublime, 

The shepherd’s hapless fate bewail, 

Or strive to cheer a foreign clime. 

The love of song and native soil, 

4 

And beauty’s charms and gentle peace. 

And glory's brave and generous toil. 

Together live—together cease. 

Laud of the brave! the race arc flown 
Tliat bade thy heroes live again— 

Even Morven’s fabric of renown 
Is crumbling like Iona’s fane 

* ** Ossian himself is the last of hts race, and he too shall soon 
be no more, for his grey branches are already strewed on all the 
winds.”—.Oistan. 

o 2 
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Bxtinct the lights the generous; flame 
That banished time’s involving gloom 
And nameless now^ without their fame. 
The mighty follow to the tomb. 
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TO A LADY, 

WITH SOMB wm> FLOWims. 


What gem so dear to lover’s heart. 

What gift so fit for beauty’s shrine. 

As those that shine devoid of art. 

Where spotless charms their tints combine ? 

Flowers of the wild! your sweets bestow. 

To deck the guileless breast and bower 
Of her who boasts the lily's snow. 

And blooms than you a fairer flower. 
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They say each flower an emblem grows 
Of hopes or wishes cherish'd dear^ 

Of long-remembered joys or woes^ 

And can awake the smile or tear. 

< 1 

■r 

'Tb said the Arcadian youtfis^ of old. 

And beauteous nymphs explored each giove 
For flowery gifts and wreaths that told 
The tales of undiaaembled love. 

The varying garland seem'd to speak 

4 

What love's own language could not tell,-— 
It spoke like flowers on beauty's cheek. 

The welcome sweet, or sad farewell. 

i 

» 

For though the beauteous wreath might fade. 
Like joy's short beam and nature's smile, 
'The vow remained that it convey’d. 

Untinged with art or falsehood's guile. 
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Then^ take^ sweet maid! my dow’rets rare^ 
That in your native vdleys wild 

Spread to the sun their blossoms fair^ 

As those in Eden’s bower that smiled* 

j 

Sweet is the fragrant scented thyme^" 

The modest daisy too is sweet; 

And here from mountain paths sublime 
Tlie wild rose and the heath-bell meet. ' 

Ill is the violet formed to cope 
With stormy winds that rend the air ; 

It blooms beneath the light of hope. 

And lives, like love, by beauty’s care. 

A 

Then take my flowers! they are as sweet 
As those our parent Adam chose. 

The first, the loveliest bride to greet. 

When love in Paradise arose. 
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Take the fair emblem^ void of art— 
The dew still qiiivers on each bell; 
And take with them the vqtive heart. 
The soul whose love they faintly tell. 
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STANZAS, 

WHITTEK lir STOWE QAIUMEMR, XUS SEAT OF THE MARUUlS 

OF BUCKINGHAM. 


O! LINGER here when blossoms blow. 

And Spring with frolic step is seen 
To print the fairy fields of Stowe, 

And sport her flow'ry lawns between ; 

And woo from glade or mossy seat. 

Reclin’d beside some murmuring stream. 
The genius of each green retreat. 

To lap thee in Elysian dream. 

G 5 
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While rapture plumes their faded whig. 

The sacred sisters of the shell 
Shall wake to taste the votive string. 

The triumph of her reign to tell. 

And lo! attciidaut on their flight. 

Shall Science heavenward point the way^; 

And hail from hi^li the kindling lights 
And all her fairest blooms display. 

And haply to the «ylvaii scene 

Should Wisdom bid her steps repair. 

Shall high-born Beauty tread the green. 

And charm thee with a hmd despair. 

Then haunt this shade at eve or morn, 

And fondly linger to sur'fpy 
What forms awhi^ life's walks adorn, 

, Then melt in misty shapes away. 

• Alluding to the Btetuei of the Nine Muses, of the Sciences, 
tnd the liberal Arts, which togethef with many other statues and 
busts, ancient and raoderti,j*dQfn the^ magnificent gardens. 
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AUTUMN. 


The vine-tree lias waved in her purple array. 

And the bl^hbird has sung, and the curfew has 

toird. 

And the green isles rejoice in the Sun’s setting ray. 
As he walks o’er the west in his mantle of gold. 

% 

All! soon shall the prospect be dewy and dim. 

And the glow-worm shine in the wild fairies* strath. 

And the shepherd shall cease his evening hymn. 

And the traveller sigh in the midst of his path. 

Thus, awhile, blooming Nature! and thou shalt deplore. 
And the landscape shall sink in winter’s cold shade, 

w 

And the song of the valleys shall warble no more. 
And the vine-tree shall weep, and her blossoms shall 
fade. 
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Though Nature again from her trance, like a bride* 
All blooming and tearful, shall waken to glee; 

As he vainly exults in the hour of his pride. 

Ah ! who can exclaim ** they shgU blossom for me 

So vanish the prospects that Hope has displayed. 

So liove from afar sees his sweet visions die— 
They live in the smile that Beauty has shed, 

They fleet with the glance of her lo\e-lifi:htcd q\c 
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A DIRGE. 

■ ■ ■■ Placideque quiescai, 

Tcrraque securae bU super ossa levis. 

Tibul. liljti 3. E. 4. 


Light be the turf on Billy's breast. 

And green the sod that wraps his grave * !*' 
By hands unseen may it be drest. 

And there the weeping willow wave * 

There shall the morning first unfold 
The splendour of her opening ray. 

And there the parting gleams of gold 

I' 

Shall linger at the close of day; 


• Man of Feeling. 
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And there at evc^ with dulcet shelly 
Shall airy forms be heard to mourn; 

And there their loud lament I’ll swell. 

And strew fresh garlands o’er his urn. 

And sleep’s! thou, Billy! sleep’s! thou so. 

Thou ne’er shalt hear us mourn thy doom r 
And wilt thou never m»»rc foreg’o 

The dark, dark chamliers of the tomb ^ 

’Mid vernal haunts my steps to lead, 

Wlien May-flowers spread their blooms so fair 
And “ rifle all the breathing mead,” 

To bind my half-dishevell’d hair ? 

Or fond with frequent step to rove. 

Where Love and Innocence are found. 

Amid the deep sequester^ grove, 

To wake the lute’s mellifluent s<^»und. 
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'Twas there, when village maidens came 
To join the sports at evening's close. 

You first d^^clSred your amorous dame. 

And breathed inviolable vows. 

Our bridal day at last appeared— 

None strove the choral strain to swell, 
sounds but sounds of grief were beard. 
No music but thy passing bell! 

Farewell, farewell, my Billy dear! 

O’er thee the willow tree shall wave, 

And fays and genii, hovering neai*. 

Shall dress the sod that wraps thy gi'iive. 
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TO THE AURORA BOREALIS. 


O J YE who wheel your mystic dance. 
Light as the feathery feet of Time, 
When Evening's silver train advance, 
In yonder hemisphere sublime; 

What are you, say! whose forms of air. 

Where mortal feet have ne\er trod, 

* 

The glittering shafts of war prepare. 
And stain on high your starry road f 

Away, the philosophic train, 

W'hose scaring voice and frigid eye 
W’^ould Fancy’s eager flight restrain. 
And bid her loved illusions fly * 
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Your fiery course, your arrowy stream, 
Gi^ntic hosts, that proudly ride. 

Her eye pursues in rapturous dream. 

As quick the mingfling squadrons glide. 

Now redder glows the ethereal sign 
Of war, and mingling in the fight 
A thousand beamy lances shine, 

A thousand spears are glittering bright. 

So, wheeling in youi* airy clime. 

Prophetic hosts! in warlilce state 
Y"e held your revelry sublime. 

And told Judea's pride her fate. 

And thus, perhaps, in marshall’d band. 

With war's dread scene and sanguine dycs< 
Ye show to some devoted land 

The coming vengeance of the skies. 
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On Scotia's hills the raptur'd seer^ 

While in his cave the night-storm sleeps 
Wliat time your martial bands appear. 
With you his painful vigils keeps. 

And lo ! dire crowding on his gaze, 

Wluit saddening scenes of mortal strife 
Rapt Fancy's teeming hand displays. 

And crimsons all the wiilks of life ’ 

Oh! as the lightning of your spear'j 

O'er heaven's blue concave streams afar. 
Her standard red Rebellion rears. 

And dark Culloden’s brow of war. 

Oh I hide for ever from her view 

The forms that wound pale Scotia’s sight 
That still the fatal scene renew. 

And stain the raven brow of night 
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Now changeful flitting down the sky. 

Your bands in frolic mazes seem 

Tc» sorrowing Fancy s pensive eye, 

Tlio image of her waking dream ; 

Wlicii uu her native hills remote. 

O'er hyperborean fields of air. 

She saw your beamy lances float. 

And Pleasure’s serajdi train were there. 

So lightly fly the forms divine. 

That in life’s vernal skies a])pear; 

Delighted Nature sees them shine. 

And nightly bathes them with her tear. 
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THE OCEAN. 


Rude, rolling deep! how many rove 

With venturous keel tliy boundless waste 

Thou bcar’st where'er thy waters move 
An anxious burthen on thy breast. 

How many watch, like me, the sky. 

And every wave’s more changeful face ! 

How many mourn !—How many lie 
Burieil within thy cold embrace ! 

Thou roirst for all that track thy wave, 

A stormy or a peaceful tide. 

And all receive a home or grave 

From thee^ their awful irieiid and guide. 
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How stern thou riscst to destroy 
The fairest boast of human power! 

How proudly gay^ and still as joy^ 

Thou bear'st it in the tranquil hour' 

4 

I ask thee not to waft the sail 
To shores of gold—^thy waves I woo, 

/ 

To bear me to my native vale. 

To give me back the health I knew. 

* 

1 court thee not, O partial gale! 

To smooth for me the angry deep— 

Waft but the breath of that loved vale. 
And my tir*d pulse in joy will sleep. 

^ Life! thou hast been a stormy sea. 

Where pleasure's sweet and sunny isle 

Has seldom spread its charms for me. 
But oft has mocked me with its guile. 
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It is tile land of woinai]*s love^ 

Where siren tones are heard around 
But false tlie forms in every gro\e. 
And vanishes th* enchanted ground. 
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THE BEE. 


Sweet wanderer of tlie flowery wild I 
1 hail thee on the thvinv lea, 

Companion meet for fancy’s child^ 

vSprinc:*s harbinger! sweet \fandcring bee ! 

Tlie Muse’s emblem ! fond to rove. 

Where’er the fragrant blooms exjiand. 
Humming wild numliers, pleased like Lo\e 

To dwell in Bcautv’s fairv land. 

* • 

But thou a happier lot dost meet, 

, In every scene, my i oving bee; 

Thou hast a kiss for ever\' sweet, 

m 

And they an open breast to thee. 
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And thou can*st find^ my busy fellow^ 

A store of honey and delight^ 

And *midst thy cups may e*en get inellovr^ 
Where the |K)or Muse would starve outright. 

k 

And when the unfriendly storms molest* 
May’bt shelter in a purple bell; 

But where amid life’s stormy waste 
Shall the poor minstrel find a cell ^ 

Thou sing^st for joy—but the sad tear 
Oft mingles with the Muse’s strain— 

The Jay that charms a happy ear 
Full oft has left a heart of pain. 

Ah ! even the sire of sunny hours' 

Not alwa;ys sheds impartial beams; 

A cold shade oft involves thy flowers^ 

While glory lights the babbling streams* 
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Thy hum amid the honied dew 
May cease with pleasure’s rich perfume; 
But I will sing of joys 1 knew^ 

Faded^ ah I never more to bloom. 


H 
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THE GAEDEN. 


Sweet scene! where Nature’s charms are spread, 
I come not mid your rich array 

To seek the lily on its bed. 

The rose that blushes on the spray; 

I ask thee, Garden! for the flower 

That speaks the warm unchanging mind; 

A gem of more endearing power 

Than Flora’s world of sweets combined. 

I’ll give it to my beauteous love. 

And bid her prize thh emblem dear; 

And when from her I joyless rove. 

To nurse it with a true love tear. 
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The modest Violet loves the shade, 

Nor pales mid storms its azure vest; 

But even the Violet's self must fade. 

Like all that Beauty's queen has drest, 

III vain affection seeks to meet 
From these a balm of sovereign power; 

For Love lies bleeding at the feet 

Of Pride's more vain and stately flower. 

And were ye born to bloom and die ^ 

And when your blossoms sink beneath 

The winter blast, what happier sky 

Receives, sweet flowers! your parted breath 

Ah I soon the damask rose may fade. 

And strew its beauties o'er the tomb ; 

But *tis not thus on death's cold bed 
The flowers of Virtue cease to bloom* 
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A still small voice comes on the breeze. 
From vales that own no feding breath 
It tells of fairer scenes than these^ 

And flowers that triumph over death. 
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EVENING SCENERY. 


1 LOVE with hermit step to stray 
Along the borders of the deep^ 

When the red lines of closing day 
Gleam on the solitary steep ; 

I'o mark the chequered cloud of eve 
Along the watery plain descend^ 

And Twilight her soft texture weave, 
W^here rival hues in union blend. 

Perhaps, where dancing on the tide 
Some sail divides the whispering waves; 

Or where along the green isle's side 
The.pliant oar the water laves; 
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I just may hear tlic jovial hom^ 

Or tones that sigh at pity's calh 
That on the billowy ether borne. 

Are heard in many a dying fall. 

These magic sounds of potent power 
Shall hush the charmed waves to rest. 
And draw the pale moon from her bower, 
To gild the ocean’s }>eaccful breast. 

O, empress of the orb serene! 

Where does thy trackless pathway lie. 
When from this sublunary scene 

Thou hid’st thee in the darken'd sky } 

M 

What worlds to share thy yellow ray 
Oppose their unenlighten'd face. 
Travelling the wide ethereal way. 

The vast immensity of space ? 
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What happier mortals bless thy beam^ 

• m 

Where Love has fix*d his chosen seat, 
lloside the silver winding stream. 

That joys thy tranquil light to meet ? 

Wliat verdant vales, what shady groves. 
Part catch thy ray, and part exclude, 
W'liere lonely Contemplation roves, 

A poet in his happiest mood ? 

1 long to go where thou hast shed 
Thy light on wood, or hill, or plain ; 
For Poesy, a meek-eyed maid. 

And Love and Joy are in thy train. 
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LOVE AND INNOCENCE, 

A TALE. 


The bower where Love is found will be 

m 

Of every joy the blissful centre, 

Jf lovers, wise amid*tlieir glee. 

Remember Folly must not enter. 

Once, Virtue tells with tearful eye. 

When she was banish’d from the plain. 
The spouse of Prudence, Chastity, 

Resolved to shun the glance of men. 

One care slie had, one lovely care. 

Named Innocence, and she was young; 
And much she fear’d some villain’s snare 
Would work the blooming prattjer wrong. 
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Retired amid the greenest dell 
Of a lone isle amidst the 

The blameless pair resolved to dwe'^ 

With heaven-diffused tranquillity. 

And there they pass’d life’s sweetest houiv> 
From toil and busy scenes remote; 

Sporting amid the lotus flowers. 

And light-heerd fawns that lojred the spot. 

. 

Then duly fell that blessed ray, 

Which never set in Sorrow’s close; 

V^irtuc’s own bright unclouded day. 

And night of undisturb'd repose. 

So calm they lived—till Innocence 
One day beheld the feather'd oar 

Of Love, with feign'd indbperence. 

And summer bark, approach the shore. 

H 5 
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Ah ! need I say acquaintance grew 
’Twixt souls so formed to love each other ? 

How swift the happy moments flew^ 

While all that pass’d was ** sister^ brother V' 

And Chastity sat smiling hjs 

And taught them sweetest songs of gladness 

To cherish Virtue's holy tie. 

And shun the w4ks that lead to sadness. 

But, whether Love's uneasy ever. 

And fond of paddling in the water. 

And Innocence is a short liver. 

And knows like me nought of the matter, 

0 

Certain it is they took^a notion 
One day to leave the matron's cot. 

And have a frolic on the ocean 

Of joy, in Love's sweet pleasure boat. 
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May's spring-tide flood and sunny weather, 
As wont, their kind assistance lent. 
While Love’s soft sail and oar of feather 
To sound of music gaily went. 

They saw the vales in distance sink. 

And left afar the green isle’s strand; 
Adieu,” cried Love, and seem’d to think 
He voyaged to some happier Iftnd. 

And sporting still, the wanton threw 
His arms around sweet Innocence, 

When lo! a gust of fiiry blew. 

And whelm’d in ruin every sense. 

By mystic sympathy convey’d, 

The fate irrevocably dire, 

That doom’d the daughtw to the shade, 
Condemn’d the parent to expire! 
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ROBIN OF RUBERSLAW, 

A BALLAD* 


Ye have heard of gallant Clim o* the Clough^ 
And of William of Cloudeslee; 

Of Johnny Armstrong, and of Dick o' the Cow, 
And of many more that be, 

, ^ 

Ye have heard df Yarrow's banks and bowers. 
And the glens where the daisies spring; 

Of Tweed and Teviot's streams and Hoovers, 
Where the lads and lasses sing. 

But have you e*cr heard, my merrymen here, 
Have you heard of that bold outlaw. 

Who comes to the borders to taste of their cheer. 
Styled Bobin of Ruberslaw ^ 
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With his steed that needs no spur or heel^ 
0*er the field or fell to ride. 

And his buckler of the temper'd steel, 

And a good broad sword beside. 

I'here *8 none o* a* the bold out'aws 
That live un forest fare. 

Or the merry freebooters that h?»*ry the ha'« 
With Robin can compare. 

The moon was shinin’ on high RuberslaM', 

And on every glade and know; 

Says Robin, '' We maun to the border awa, 
For we ’re come to oui* last cow.” " 

Then his bugle he blew till the warning sound 
Roused the echoes of Teviot dale, 

And his merry men came trooping around 
From mountain, glen, and fell. 
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Says Robin^ Our pantry is scanty of fere. 

So spur on your geldings, I pray; 

We’ll try wbat our Englibh friends Lave to spare, 

For to-morrow *s our holiday.” 

They rode till they came to gay Castlehaugh, 

Where the yeomen were drinking their wine, 

And merry, I ween, were the wassailers a*, 

And brightly the goblets did shine. 

" You talk of your outlaws,” cries Hab of the How e, 
(And loudly he did bawl) j 
But the boldest, I trow, his face dare not show 
In the midst of this merry hall ” 

And a bout with bold Robin, the chief of the dan, 
A bout I should like to have,” 

Right vauntingly ssdd the Laird of Brawn, 


** 'Tis the only boon 1 crave.” 
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Then out bespoke the bold outlaw^ 

We have lit on some merrymen here; 

We’ll e’en try the welcome they give in the ha*. 

And taste of their border cheer. 

" For the merry marauders, that live as they list, 

A jolly cup love to sec; 

And liobin of Ruberslaw seldom has miss’d 
To join in a good com])any.” 

4 

With that, bold Robin and his men 
Rush’d into the stately ha*. 

Where the yeomen were singing their mirthiul strain, 
And soon their swords they did draw. 

But the valiant yeomen when they spied the face 
Of Robin of Ruberslaw, 

For their souls would not wait for the finishing grace. 
But scamper’d like cowards awa*. 
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There was none sought a bout witli the outlaw^ or 
cared 

For the honour of master or man; 

And Hab of the Howe tumbled over the Lairu, 

O wae for the Laird 0 * Brawn! 

The tables were set, and the wine it was bright. 

And now there was room in the hall: 

Says Robin, ^'We'll now have good cheer, by this light; 
You're welcome, my merry men all.” 

Then down they sat, these outlaws bold. 

To the roast beef and plum pies; 

And quaffed the wine from the goblets of gold, 

And the cups of wond'rous size. 

When they'd feasted enough, and the blush of the 
dawn 

Gleam'd on Cheviot and high Cockraw, 

Said Robin, “ We *11 take a fat buck from the lawn. 
And farewell to Castlehaugh.” 
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Wbei) they taken the buck and a heifer beside. 

Or of bucks it may hapjy be three, 

They spurr’d on their geldings, and quickly did ride 
Back again to their own countrie. 

But young Castlehaugh, who had absent been 
From the revel and the fray, 

|bon as Robin’s good will to his house he had seen. 
Swore the freebooters dearly should pay 

F or the feast they had come to like unbidden guests. 
And the bucks, and the cups, and the wine: 
*Then he vow’d he’d provide them some plentiful 
feasts. 

Where they would not so joyfully dine. 

Now young Castlehaugh has collected a band 
Of resolute men and strong, 

And each has a trusty sword in his hand, * 

And a 3 x*w-staff that is long. 
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And galloping over the borders they *re gone^ 

In quest of the bold outlaw^ 

Till they came to the rock of the Teviot stone. 

And the verge of the Rubcrslaw. 

Bold Robin they found not^ though loud the horn 
blew, 

Adown and adown the dale; 

Though the echoes awaken'd the hoarse Curlew, 

And the Bittern scream'd to the yell. 

** Then tie your steeds to the alder bough," 

Said the youth of mickle rage. 

And we '11 try whei^ the mountain Roule dashes 

I 

through 

The rocks and the green waving sedge." 

Now Robin the outlaw dwelt in no ha'. 

Or slept on bed of down. 

Though once he could, look from his own castle wa' 
On fields that were his own. 
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They sought him where the stream runs red^ 
And the freebooter fiuds*a cave; 

And where it rolls o*er its ezlar bed. 

Beside the dashing wave, 

They found a cove, and in that cove. 

Beside the tumbling water, 
l#a bower that was lit for lady’s love. 

Dwelt Robin’s lovely daughter. 

'Twas there, when deadly feuds had laid 
His castle’s turrets low. 

Bold Robin the outlaw had hid the maid. 

To keep her youth from woe. 

O ! May was sweet, and May was fair, 
Within her crystal bower! 

Her skin in whiteness might compare 

i 

With the lovely lily flower. 
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Her cheeks were of the rose's hue. 

Her breast of purest mould ; 

And her silken locks that loosely flew. 

Outshone the finest gold. 

O young Castlehaugh has enter'd that bower 
Beside the lonely water, 

And he's fallen in love with the beauteous flower. 
Although she's an outlaw’s daughter. 

Then May see look'd, and May she smiled 
On the youth that sought her bower ; 

And she's gi'en him her hand in that alcove 
Where he found his lily flower. 

Then Robin his loud horn blew in the glen. 

And blew it so stoutly and shrill. 

That he has awaken'd the whole of his men. 

From forest, valley, and hill. 
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But it is not to %lit or to foray they rush. 

For May she has soothed them all; 

They have left the wood’s shade and the wild fern 
bush. 

And are gone to the merry, merry hall. 

And May is now mistress of gay Castlehaugh, 
Though once but a freebooter’s daughter; 

And Robin now looks from his own castle wa* 

O’er the green bower beside the lone water. 
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THE LUTE. 


I POUND it thistly fields among. 

And rudely strove to wahe its diarm— 

I dearly loved the voice of song. 

My heart was young, my breast was warm. 

I thought but of my lute and love— 

I sung of joy with youthful fire— 

I fondly thought that life would prove 
The music of Apollo's lyre. 

A day of sad experience came— 

The rapture that ray bosom fired 
Was but a self-consuming flame— 

The dream the lute and love inspired. 
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Th* enthusiast youths who. Lute, to thee 
In pleasure's thoughtl^s triumph sings. 
Though sweet thy jocund melody. 

Too soon will weep o'er all thy strings. 

Faint on the ear of busy life 
Falls the full, fond, and flowing strain; 
Amid its mercenary strife, 

Apollo's lute would sound in vain. 

The world has not a heart to feel; 

And Love but lives in vision d mood. 

Or joins to woe a keener steel. 

To pierce the gentle and the good. 
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ANNA’S -GRAVE. 


I SAW tbce ricli in health and beauty’s bloom^ 

When youth and hope cull’d fairest wreaths for 
thee, 

With charms that seem’d not destined for the tomb> 
The breast of innocence and heart of glee. 

I saw thee, Anna, when the lovelier wife 
Had borrow'd brighter charms from Hymen’s shrine; 

When the mild virtues of connubial life 
And all its soul-endearing bliss was thine. 

m 

No more th’ admiring eye on thee shall dwell, 

And seek the scene thy modest worth adorn’d: 

Joy perish’d .at thy unexpected knell. 

And drooping all the pensive virtues moMin’d 
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The Muse, that sung so g^yjand saw thee bloom, 
Had not a strain to cheef when thou wert fled; 

A 

Her votive harp was broken on thy tomb. 

Like tlie sad heart that saw thee lowly laid. 

btern Death! affection cried to thee to spare 
The worth, the breast that knew no guileful art; 
To spare the tenderest tic that nature’s care 
Has twined in pain around the mother’s heart. 

Sv eet spirit! though tliou list no more the breath 
Of lo^e or praise, thou yet shalt long be dear: 
The Christian’s hope can triumph over death. 

But mingles with its dearest wish a tear. 

Hither shall love^and friendship duly bring 

Memorial sweets, to deck thy narrow fane ; 

♦ 

And strew the earliest primrose of the spring. 

That fades like thee, but shall revive again. 


I 
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Y’es^ elumberer! thou shait come from realms diviue 
To wake us^ lovelier than thou wert before; 

And we shall clasp thee w ith a love like thine« 

Amid the pure in heart to part no more. 

Check not, ye fair! your innocent delig^ht; 

For beauty's reig-n is but a little day ; 

And pleasure ing8> like her, a rapid flight:— 

But think the gra\r will thus demand its prey. 

It feeds upon the fairest. Mark, where'er 

Their blooms have spread, the havock of the tomb 

Alike the forms that deck the gay parterre. 

And life's fair walks—^they perish while they bloom. 

Ketuming suns and genial gales* may fling 
New beauty o'er the mead; again the wood 

Sweet notes resound—^but joy's eternal spring 
Returns but to the virtuous and the good. 
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To tlicm, when life's vain joys and sorrows cease. 

_ ■ 

The daughters of immortal Virtue come 

With \ic1come of eternal love and peace^ 

\iid bear them radiant to their blissful home. 
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O ! IT is sweet to leave l>e})ind 

The couch of sickness and of isorrow ; 

From sunny walks and vernal wind^ 

The joys of life and health to borrow: 

But it is sweeter^ dearer far^ 

If she, the loi^ed one, shares thy pleasure: 
Come day, or come the lover's star, 

. Rich is thy favour’d bosom’s treasure. 

' Y'et clouds may hover round thy path. 

And dash thy bliss with deepest anguish ; 
Thou may’st be doom’d, in fortune’s wrath. 
In silent agony to languish: 
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Or forced^ alas! from her hhd love. 

Far distant ride the stormy billo#: 

Better, ah, better still to prove 

The tossing on death’s thorny pillow. 

Soft is the lover s lasting sleep. 

By heavenly voic|^ call’d away: 

For him shall peerless beauty weep. 

And primrose wreaths bedeck his clay. 

a 

1 

But long and dreary is the night. 

To him who mourns o’er fate's beguiling: 

Sweetly may dawn the morning light, 

But M'hen will come his day of smiling ^ 

t 

O ! when I wander far from thee. 

Joyless mid fortune's stonily weather. 

Wilt thou, sweet lady, think of me. 

And all the walks we 'vc had together ? 
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I may be sadly tempest driven. 

And thou maj^t mourn a widow’d Iicart ,* 
But we shall meet, love, in heaven. 

No more to weep, no more to part. 
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THE BIRTH OF%YGEIA. 


In vain the fabling Muse^ with pio\is art, 4 
Hus breathed a sweet enchantment o*cr the heart. 
As with historic pomp her hands unfold 
Her day of triumph, and hcv age of gold: 

In vain, in many a tuneful glade of yore. 

Her sacred transports, breathing Nature’s lore, 
Sung to the murmur of Arcadian streams. 

And o’er the laudscaiie shed Elysiaii gleams; 
Wlicre pain ne’er withered, with a pale decay. 
The human blossom basking in the ray: 

Dreams of delight, that fancy loves to pour 
Round her pleased votary in her suasive hour, 
Alas! ye vanish like the morning dew. 

As ’fruth severely points her sad review. 
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And, mark the chang^e! where Nature's untauglit 
child, 

A savage mortal, roams the gloomy wild. 

Say, M'hosc utihalloM'd hands prepare the dart. 

That soon shall raiiLlr in a brother s heart ? 

* 

Or, where the liulcful breath (»f iuduleiice 
Slicds a lethargic |H)ison through the sense, 

I.o! hoveriug round, disease and pale dismay, 

Mark with insidious aim their helpless prey. 
Wliere'cr he wanders, abject and forlorn. 

With sullen eyes, that loathe tlie rising morn, 

A few wild herbs, which Nature's haunts supply. 
And charms and philtres all his surgery; 

Still there the passions Indd eternal strife. 

Fruitful of woe, and blast the bloom of life. 

Great Source of Day, with high discovery shine. 

And o'er his path effuse thy light dmne. 

Lo! first to hail thee. Day's eternal Spring! 

The Muse excursive spreads her fearless wing; 
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Where the " famed River" hides his fabled head 
Where first the orient dtfy its glories spread. 
Resplendent rising on her swoHing thought^ 
Heaven gives the scene with all its glories fraught, 
Fountain and living brooks and waving shade. 

And vernal blooms, in mercy’s dews array’d ; 

And mountains vocal made with sacred sou^— 
Fiarth pour’d imm^se, and oceans rolling round. 
1^0! heaven’s eternal portals opening wide. 
Disclose the veil of glory cast aside; 

And prostrate powers that own a mightier name. 
And altars kindling with ethereal flame; 

And thrones and gods, with glory crown’d appear, 
And Phoebus riding in his mid career; 

Heaven hymns aloud the great Creator’s plan, 

And Mercy smiles on all—but helpless man. 

Who rears sublime, emerged from ocean’s bed. 
Propp’d on a thousand hills, her verdant head. 
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With breast that labours with convulsire throes, 
And eye prophetic of a thousand woes; 

Of thee, immortal Pbmbus! craves relief^ 

And pours supreme the accents of her grief.— 
Heaven heard the notes, in sacred silence drown’d, 
And ears immortal listen’d to the sound. 

When bail’d him on the ethereal way. 

And check’d his chariot wheels, tbe Lord of day! 
As when, in Ashur’s vale, the prophet’s cry, 

A voice all eloquent, was heard on high; 

And Heaven’s fair orb confess’d the potent word. 
Still at the sacred name of Israel’s Lord 1 

High on her throne, (’tis thus the Muses sing) 
Breathing the pure beneficence of spring; 

When, with the morning beaming'through her dcM 
. She wakes her blossoms of unnumber d hues; 

Thus spoke the goddess of the tearful eye-— 

Hail, Lord of Earth, and Ruler of the Sky, 
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Whose ardent beamings, and informing sou). 

Breathe life, and joy, and beauty through the uhole * 
O! shed tliy vital beam on helf^less m^. 

Sun of Mankind! illume his little span. 

What though the vide-spread earth thy bounty 
shov\'s, 

Pure fountain that no diminution knows 
That flows with healing fraught in cv*ry 
Taught by their Naiads earth*s green lap to lave; 
Blooms in the flower, or blossoms in the tree. 

Or prompts the restless labours of the bee; 

Or paints thy daughters fair, the seasons mild, 

And in their woodland music warbles wild. 

What though thy genial spirit, spread abroad. 

Has pour'd o'er all the wide ethereal road 
Soft breathing airs, whose well attemper'd tone, 

With mingling throb, the vital functions own; 

> 

And fluttering light, with heavenly being gay. 

Fair forms that bask in thy refining rayP 
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In vain tbe blossom bud&—the sheltering tree 
Spreads her exhaustless treasures to the liee; 

In mazes wild the Naiads trace the plain. 

And Love his votive music breathes in vain: 

Gay, transitory, vain, on golden wing 
Light dit the painted children of the spring; 

If in hif^lii'east no joyous transports play. 

For whm the heavens are bright, the earth is gay. 

** Mark where tbe dreaded bands the shafts prepur 
That pierce the soul, the Daemons of the Air: 
Tliere on her throne of discord triumphs Pain, 
A'nd, rival tyrants! dark Diseases reign. 

Each to his diflereut charge a diemon dies. 

And taints the generous passions as they rise; 

Or, gender'd by thy smiles, O Power! elate 
They stand, and with thy bounty mingle fate I 
Sole conqueror he, and on his march forlorn. 

See Pestilence, of foul Corruption born. 
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Wliat time earth sickens at his withering^ breatli, 
Walks with the siiii^ and bids him set in death ! 

» m 

Arrest the spoiler on his native plains, 

And bind him, Mercy! in eternal chains. 

Here, o*cr her wasted victims, hopeless laid. 

Fell fiend! Pyrexia's dcemon-winifs are spread ! 
While scattering ])oison, in their frantic 
Course their fell round, the furies of the 
There, while liis lawless bands the prosiMJct mar. 
Contention wakes, and feeds the fiames of war. 
There, on his wasted plains, ^inhuman lord! 

Resistless reii^n the bowstrings and the sword; 

If 

Oh 1 mark with pitying eye their fatal nige, 

Smile, Mercy, and their mingled wrath assuage; 
Smile, heavenly power 1 from whose fair fountain 
flows 

A balm for life's innumerable woes!" 

Thus Nature plain’d, fair goddess, on whose tongue 
The powers divine with mute attention hung; 
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Wliilc pitying Phcebus^ with celestial grace^ 

Half veil’d tlie noontide glories of his iace; 

Then whilst obedient Nature caught the sound, 
Aud all the tuneful Muses mingled round, 

I'hus from his throne the mighty Patron spake 
" Awake, Hygeia I peerless queen, awake I 

Daughterisf Pity! in what bower or glade, 

\ * ' 

Remote from man, are health’s fair guardians laid' 
Why fades her fairest rose, on beauty’s cheek. 

No more to bid its vernal blossoms break ? 

Or mid the scene w'here life first shed its ray, 

Aud still where pleasure courts him to be gay, 
does the prospect, saddening into shade. 

No more o’er man a gleam of sunshine spread ? 
Why charms no more, devolving from its source. 
The wild brook warbling on its mazy course; 

On western cliffs, when evening lingers long, 

Or humid groves be^n their matin song; 

Vocal when silence sheds the spangling dew, 

*"And golden blossoms wear a brighter hue 3 
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Where falls the temper'd ray^ serene and mild> 
And the bee murmurs on the flowery wild? 

Why fails the glowing landscape to impart 
A sweety a sacred transport to the heart ? 

Wliy fades for ever Beauty's fairest flower. 

And M’hy does Nature weep, immortal power ? 

** Thine be her mde interminable reign * 

Of barren waste, and hill, and verdant plain ; 

And stream and vernal haunt, in blossom'd prime. 
And cultured field, and mountain walk sublime; 
But chief be thine to shield with guardian care 
Nature's free sons from each delusive snare; 

And thine to temper sweet in fragrant bower 
The ray that falls on Beauty's virgin flower, 
lliere while the wanderers bless thy smile divine. 
And every wind that murmurs round thy shrine, 
When on their hour of bliss, with envious eyes. 
Frowning, unmoved, a quiver'd band shall rise; 
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And mingling in its sweets, with baleful art. 

The draught of woe, shoot poison to the heart— 

Oil hovering wing thy guardian troops convene, 

And drive the unsightly dsemons from the scene; 
Till Virtue dawns the intellectual day, 

And o*cr each passion holds unquestion'd sway; 

And Nattire, joyous on her bloodless throne. 

Sees the «cene blush with Beauty's blooms alone.'* 

He ceased, and downward shot his genial beam. 
While gods rejoiced in heavenly bower supreme; 

And harps and heavenly airs were heard around, 
Ilygeia's triumph warbling in the sound. 

She comes! fair queen! immortal Beauty hail! 

And hail thy train glad piping through the vale. 
Where fairer prospects greet the ravish'd eyes, 

And Nature's handmaids bid her incense rise; 

A grateful band! that trace, in joy's bright hour. 
Thy breath in every wind, thy smile in every flower. 
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Butj say^ what impious dsemoo dares expand 
His baleful influence o'er the Muses* land ? 

()! where, mid vales of soii/j; their roses spread. 

Too soon the serpent rears his crested head ? 
-~*Twas then Hygeia’s nymphs their Iwwers forsook. 

And haunt of man, and every healing brook ; 

• 

And Pan and Flora lingering left the plaih,' 

And all the Muses follow’d in their train; 

< 

Till, where he drew inspiring Phoebus* aid, 

Nursed by the Centaur in hisr inmost glade. 

The quiver’d conqueror of Apollo's line. 

Came beaming health and beauty all divine. 

Ye guardian spirits, Mercy’s children fair. 

Propitious powers ! resume your wonted care; 

And you, ye Muses! smiling through your grief. 
Sweet be your song to hwl the conquering chief! 

Him in his might the spoiler mark’d w'ith pain. 

And writhed in adder folds his serpent train; 

Then tower’d the fabric, sacred to his name. 

On heights sublime, and loud the trump of fame 
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Sweird with the praise of Epidaiirus’ lord^ 

And Smyrna heard and Pcr^mus adored: 

Bright round his head tlie heavenly halo shone. 

And every goddess claim'd him as her son. 

Prophetic maids! when on her fragrant isle, 
Crown'd ^th the \ ine, Mcropis woo'd your smile ; 
How did your triumph swell her rising boast. 

That long, long echoed round her happy coast. 

When 'mid her vales that young-eyed Science loved. 
With nature pleased, your fond disciple roved 
Wliere heavenly powers with mellowing touch inspire 
Apelles' pencil and Philetas’ lyre: 

And as raj>t Fancy grasped your boundless store. 
Traced all your haunts and treasured all your lore, 
When from her reddening heights and blossom'd vale, 
The goddess sorrowing saw his parting sail, 

, And as he mark'd his native hills decrease, 
t Rich with your spoils, and hail'd exulting Greece, 
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Then did you triumph in your power divine, 

A 

Prophetic maids! and deck Hygeia's shrine. 

Auspicious powers! then mark'd you from afar 
The sons of science hail their leading star; 

Your kindling spirit swell'd the trump of fame^ 
And taught the winds to sigh your sage’s ^ame; 
Then as you twined, in wisdom's bowers below. 
The balm-distilling chaplet for his brow. 

While Nature's genuine lore inform’d the heart. 
Ye crown'd him with the brightest palm of art! 

Ah! can tlie roseate smile of nature's face. 

Or glory, when slic courts the fond embrace. 
Immortal honours nodding o'er her crest. 

Awake no transport in the noble breast ? 

Ah! can the diadem no joy impart. 

And dwells no power in medicine’s healing art ? 
Music awakes the soul-enlivening strain. 

And pleasure's siren voice is quired in vain. 
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Why sighs the youthful monarch on his throne, 

To all their borrow’d transports listless grown; 

For whom, diffusing love’s delicious snare. 

Smile in their bloom the Macedonian fair ? 

And vainer still, to bid his musings cease. 

Spread all their charms, the matchless forms of 

i 

Greece. 

Ah, hapless beauty ! on a fairer breast. 

The god of raptures fondly loves to rest. 

He, as the fair one willing homage jiaid. 

His blooming votary in new charms array’d; 

And shot from brighter eyes the winged dart. 
Skilful, that twice had pierced a monarch’s heart. 

Parents of love and rapture’s pleasing hour, 

'Twas then you proved your^leuitude of power; 

' ’Twas then ye Match’d the slow consuming flame. 
And pulse that throbb’d at Love’s and Phila’s name 
When crowns and triumphs faded from the sight. 
And Phila’s presence only gave delight. 
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You mark’d the magic influence of her charms^ 

And gave the beauty to his longing arms. 

Where were ye, nymphs! and every healing Power 
That hovers round when mortal terrors lower; 

And where your balms that cheer the sickening 
frame, 

AYhen from his Ethiopc haunts insatiate came. 
Haggard and fierce, the Pestilence abhorr’d, 

And o’er the nations waved his flaming sword ^— 
Supreme in wrath lie came. And as he past. 

Death o’er the scene her sable mantle cast. 

And bade her spectres stalk their horrid round, 
Wliilst Nature shuddered at her warning sound. 
Through the throng’d city, late where commerce 
ply’d 

Her busy mart, lo! Havoc lords it wide; 

There, with their balmy stores, no travellers come; 
And Grandeur, sighing in the lonely dome, 

f 

W^ith not a slave to answer at his call. 

Or W4!eping friend to spread the funeral pall. 
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Learns in the triumph of afflicting fate^ 

How vain the fataJ flattery of his state. 

Nymphs! in that liour, when vengeance fromou high 
Looked awful fortli, and tired the downward sky. 
And bade on mountain top and hollow cave 
Vour toils be vain the blooms of life to save; 

When winds, ere^hile that lent their cooling breath, 
Bore onl) to your realms conimishioned death; 

Ve saw in terrors cloth’d, the passing God, 

And, trembling, bo\i ed obedience to his nod. 

Then, Mercy, came tlic trium])h of thy power. 

Felt in each breeze, and seen in every floM er; 

Tfiou o*er Contagion wav’d'st thy threatening wand, 

And drove the unsightly demon from the land. 

* 

Then, \ihcn to cheer life's faint and sinking frame, 

y 

From her green gelid haunts Hygeia came. 

And healtirs blest essence breatlied in e^ ery gale, 
SMcct Mere the lo Ptt*ans of the vale! 

Sw^'t was the task, and happy u'as the hour, 

Wlicn pleasure trimmed again her faded bower, 
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And rcnorated Nature poured the lay 
Of joy, and smiled as in,her yemal day. 

Yes, lovely queen of every blooming grace 

That lends attractive charms to Nature’s face. 

Yet shall tli* unsightly powers thy empire own. 

And thou shalt triumph yet on Mercy’s throne. 

Shine on, fair orbs, that at his plastic w'ord, 

Circle the throne of Heaven’s creating Lord, 

Scattering the orient day-spring from on high 

That conies so sweet to sorrow’s tearful eye; 

Shine on, beneath the blaze of love divine. 

With high-directing beams of glory shine I 

If, by the light which gracious Heaven has lent. 

To scan in long review each past event, 

Prophetic fancy can exulting see 

The lengthened vistas of futurity; 

Yet shall some spirit, by Hygeia taught 

The power to ^ave, with all her treasures fraught. 

Disclose the balms that heal the wgunds of woe, 

• 

And l^uil the davim of hap])iness below. 
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Noti 1 pigr 177, line 1 
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Note 2, pigc 180, line 10 
That pierce the soul, the dermom of the on. 

Alludu g to a Ltbcl of the ancMfht philosophers, that all diseases 
wen the cDlcU of lertain demons, ^ho had each a diflerent p'lrt 
of tile hum in bodv to afUict. 

Note 3, page 185, hne 11 
The qnner^d einqurrot (f ApplU*i hne 


Btculaplus* 
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Note 4f page 186» line 12. 

AprUet^ pencil, and Fhileta$* lyre, 

Hippocrates was a native of the island of Cos. or. a& Thucydides 
call! it. Cos Meropis; tltc native country also of Apelles, and 
Philetas, an excellent elegiac poet, who flourished at the same time. 
Hippocrates is said to have lost his parents when young, and to 
have travelled, practising physic, all over Greece, where his re- 

9 

putation was so great, that he was publicly sent for to Perdiccas. 
King of Macedonia, who was then thought to be consumptive. 
But Hippocrates discovering the disease to be entirely mental, 
proceeding from a passion for Philas, one ol his father's concu¬ 
bines, a cure, as may naturally be supposed, (says a certain wnter) 
was soon effected. 

Phila is also a name of Venus, very sigmficantly bestowed by the 
Greeks on that deity. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF A FRIEND, 

WHO rO&SESSXO A PXKS TASTE FOI^ XMtAVrxVC.. 


4 

What time tlic «»ay, tlie busy through 
Fondly Inteut on wealth or pleasure. 

Pursue life’s dc^ ious paths along. 

The fleeting bliss, the gilded treasure ; 

Lingering and sad, I wander lone, 

Beside the willon -sliaded um. 

And mark his monumental stone. 

Whom all the woodland Muses mourn. 

1 

And weep to think that worth must droop. 
Long, long to pain and grief a prey ; 

That Genius from his height must stoop, 
Andp^fig'^ith vulgar dust tlie clay. 

yW 
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Alas! that such a tender flower^ 

Like evening primrose bfoomiog late^ 

As decks of Taste the clasbic hower^ 

Sliould perish by the hand of Fate. 

As fall those pillar’d domes sublime^ 

To ruin’s wide engulfing grave. 

Which long from the rude hand of Time 
Thy pencil’s mimic power shall save ; 

a 

'Fhou feU’st, dear shade! while death with pride. 
Vain pride, thine honoured dust inurned. 

And every heart that knew thee sighed. 

And every eye that saw thee mourned. 

Ah ! thou who slumberest here serene. 
Unmindful now of joy or sadness. 

Whose presence late, mid life’s gay scene. 

Was hail’d with sounds of love and gladness; 
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Tlioii^li never more, with dance and dowers, 
Tlic village throng, thy praises singing. 
Shall woo thee to these rustic bowers. 

And on thy breast the grass is springing; 

Though never, never more for thee 
Shall sister arts bid garlands bloom 
Alas ! they mingle tears with me. 

And weep with friendship round thy toiiib.- 

Eacli feature of the scene, ndiich drew 

Thy fond regard, breathed m arm aud free. 
Shall point the retrospective idew. 

And sadly, sweetly talk of thee. 

Each object which to thee M'as dear. 

And pictured by thy magic skill. 

Long, long shall prompt the pleasing tear, 

V And tell of all thy virtues still. 
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Tlie gay> the ambrosial scene may 
The sainted pride of years decay^ 

But Taste shall lift her laurerd head. 
And spurn like Psyche's form the clay. 
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THE WARRIOR'S TOMB. 


Oh ! have you not heard a voice of dismay 
Wailing; around the tomb of the brave ? 

r 

And have you not mark'd the lightning^s play^ 

Like the beams of lieaveu on the night of the grave 

Cold is the niglit wind, and damp the air. 

And the wrath of the tempest gathering fast; 

And sad is the wail that rises there. 

Where some wailing spirit sings to the blast 

Where is the youth, whose pierang eye 
Was kindled up by tlic beams of lieaven ? 

Where is the youth, wliose melting sigh 
Was soft and sweet as the gale of even ? 
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** Wliere is the youth with arm of might. 

Swift as the roe on the blasted heath; 

Fierce as fire in the field of fight ? 

Alas! he sleeps in the grave beneath.*' 

And long shall he sleep, though round his tomb 
Pale ghosts dance to the meteor's light. 

And the voice of love, lamenting his doom. 
Sings to the warring winds of night. 
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THE COMPLAINT 

TO —— 


THE maid whose love, on billows tost^ 

Pleased homeward ploughs the watery main. 
Will visit oft the 8ea-l>eat coast. 

And oft her anxious eyeballs strain 

To catch the sail in glancing pride. 

That dances on tlic hoary foam— 

♦ 

How fair the bark ! how blest the tide 
That bears him to his wish'd-for home! 

The bird, when plundering arms are near. 
Will cease its soft meb3diou8 song. 

And watch with all a parent’s fear 

The spot where sleep her callow young. 
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The mother^ who^ in dumb despair > 
Beholds her darling press the bier^ 

m 

I 

Will duly to the turf repair^ 

And wet it with her holiest tear. 

So led by lore as led by fate> 

An anxious visitant am J, 

And early come and linger late^ 

Where all my wishes centered lie. 

When morning gives her golden hour^ 
And all things wake to life and joy; 

In evening walk or sunny bower^ 

Thy charms alone my soul employ. 

Yet still to bid my bosom grieve^ 

And wake wild passion’s fiercest war; 

I view thee like yon star of eve 

That shines^-but ah^ from me how far 
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O Nature I to thy green retreats 
I fled, a holier calm to gain. 

But there, even mid thy choicest sweets. 
Lurks one by whom my peace is slain. 

Enchanting scenes of gay parade, 

* 

Where Pleasure woos with dearest wiles; 
And Fame her brightest visions shed. 

And blest me with benignant smiles ; 

Why did I bid you all adieu ? 

The lip, that only breathed for me— 

O perverse heart! now punish’d well. 

That woefld not break in sympathy. 

Yes, triumph with relentless sway. 

Thou who hast power to wound the soul ,* 
This heart, this proud heart must obey. 
And bleed beneath thy high control. 
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No^ uo; thy heart is FeeliDg^s seat^ 

Cast, like thy form^ in heavenly mould*— 
And shall this bosom live to beat^ 

And shall the cruel talc be told, 

That to a breasts which like thine own 
Vibrates to love’s divinest charm. 

Thou hast preferred the heart of stone. 
Which even thy beauty cannot warm ? 

Ah, think! a lingering day of woe 

May come, and banish all thy feigning* 
When thy own heart shall be Uiy foe. 

And mournful sad be thy complaining. 

Who then for thee shall heave the »gh ? 

None but this yielding, rebel heart— 
Even when the pulse of pride beats high. 
The sigh shall rise, the tear shall start. 
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Unconscious fair! Love's warning* hear— 
Whoe'er contemns his sovereign sway 
Shall mourn with many a bitter tear^ 

Unbicst through life's long-wildering way. 

Then hear his voice—his hand divine 

Shall lead thy steps to pleasure's bowers^ 
And charm thee with such notes as thine. 
And crown thee with unfading flowers ; 

And round tlii^ lead a smiling train. 

With grace, and love, and beauty beamlng- 
Then share with him that gentle 

From which such joys arc e^r streaming. 



POSMB. 


205 


BORROWED THOUGHTS. 


On some fond breast tlie feeling soul relies. 

Some kindred throb the gentle heart requires, 

Or all through life the hapless mourner sighs, 

And, lo‘t to joy, that lonely heart expires. 

Love dries the tear-drop on the cheek of woe. 

Love, mighty power, is felt by all beneath; 

To Love we all our bliss and being oae. 

And Love's soft hand can smooth the bed of death. 

If Heaven a portion of its pure delight 

Vouchsafes to cheer life's melancholy hours, 

'Tis when two tender, loving hearts unite 

To strew life's thorny path with true-love floM ers. 
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Hence learn wliat Lore^ all conquering Lore^ imparts^ 
(Terrestrial bliss resides with him alone). 

The flower of joy blooms but for gentle hearts. 

For Lo\e, like Heaven, abhors the heart of stone. 

Catch then the fleeting moments ere they fade. 

Let love and joy employ youth’s happy noon ; 

Nor s})ced with anxious cares the coming shade. 

For youth, and health, and pleasure, fly too soon. 
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TO HOPE. 


Adieu^ deceitful Hope^ adieu! 

No more by flattering dreams betrayed^ 
With calm indifference 1 view 

Thy smiling forms and prospects fade. 

To other bosoms speed thy flighty 

And there thy rapturous power display; 
Just wake the soul to young delight^ 

Then snatch the thrilling scenes away. 

To him who^ on yon sUiooth stream tost^ 
Awhile enjoys thy placid sky^ 
Unmindful of the dangerous coasts 
Where all thy fairy visions die. 
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Or lead thy youthful votaries far^ 

Aud point to glory’s laurel plume 

Til at wreaths the frowning brow of war. 
And vainly 6tri\es tu hide the tomb. 

Or hie thee to the fragrant vale. 

And lurk in Beauty’s syren wile. 

And youth’s unthinking heart assail, 
'J'hat trusts its quiet to a smile. 

Thou spread’st the gaily glitt’ring prize 
That cheats the natives of the fiood : 

Ah ! heedless v iew their azure dyes. 
And shun the quiv’ring mimic brood. 

Yon winged wanderer of the sky . 

Shall rue too late thy fatal snare. 

And all her woodland music die. 

And all her plaints be lost in air. 
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Thus gay on life's untroubled sea, 

I woo'd the beam of siAtling skies; 
I'ill bound in magic chains by thee. 
The captive slave of beauty's eyes. 


'Diy soothing wliispers taught my heart 
To nourish still her secret fires. 

That Laura yet should feel the smart 
Which Love's delicious thrill inspires. 

• 

But soon the cruel truth revealed. 

That she for whom I breathe the sigh 
'i'o all iny tender vows is steeled^ 

Bade all your dear delusions fly. 

Thy soft enchantments now are vain. 
The glowing prospect charms no more. 
For Laura loves another swain. 

And, Hope, thy flatt'ring reign is o'er. 
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LOVE ELEGY, 

FROM 6ULPICIA. 


Oh ! if thou shed'st for me the pitying tear^ 

And themes bf anguish all tliy soul employ^ 

As waking memory, pensive, not severe, 

Recals the fair and fleeting forms of joy. 

Of hopes and fears the light fantastic train. 

In youth’s gay morn thaj; all her dreams inspired; 

When Love dclighted^«M his amorous pain. 

And thou we^ ^ Sulpicia’s heart required. 

Oh! if^tne dear remembrance prompt the sigh. 

And looks reveal the cause of all thy woes. 

This breast indeed will feel a pang to die. 

And heaven in vain its hallow'd joys disclose. 
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Blit if no joy would in thy bosom rise. 

To mark once more her faded bloom return; 

To read love’s melting’ spirit in her eyes, 

No more thy breast with mutual fondness burn; 

In vain would life its gayest prospects spread. 

And scenes of rapture court the heart to glee; 

A gloomy desert by thy absence made. 

And love and pleasure smile no more for me. 

* 

Ye cypress groves, whose waving branches shade 
What once sweet-smiling bore the bloom of youth, 

Wrap in your solemn gloom a hapless maid. 

And hide, for ever hide, the dreadful truth! 
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A REFLECTION. 


When down the pure stream's tranquil way 
We floated with the lapsing: tide. 

By fields of green and meadow gay. 
Bedeck’d in morning’s fragrant pride; 

And softest breezes, such as move. 

Fanning the too, too dearly blest. 

Far o'er tlie sighing laud of love, 

Sweird our full sail’s impassioned breast; 

I thought 'tis thus with pennon gay. 

On life’s smooth stream, our fears asleep. 
We float one gaudy stimmer day. 

Then seek th’ immeasurcable deep. 
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AikI Mheii the cup of joy went rounds 
And round went many.a song ofg^lec, 
I ^iahed the more, the more I found 
Til at pleasure yet was far from me. 
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THE RING. 

ADDRESSED TO A LADY^ ON RECEIVING FROM HER A 
RING IN MEMORY OF A FRIEND. 


Tilou could’st not, lovely maid, impart 
A gift my soul can more revere. 

Except thy heart, thy gentle heart. 

Than this small pledge of friendship dear. 

This pledge on which my eyes shall gaze. 
When Memory wakes her busy train, 

Or Pleasure lures with meteor blaze, 

And passion throbs in every vein. 

M 

Oft as the eye of Thought shall turn 
To watch her talisman so true. 
Remembrance sad, o'er friendship's urn. 
Shall shed the stream of pity's dew. 
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And waking from delusion’s trance^ 

Truth’s angel form, in pure array. 

Shall point the retrospective glance. 

To tell how youth and joy decay. 

Shall tell how soon in pleasure’s cup 
The soul’s bright pearl dissolves away; 

How smiles the moist inviting lip 
Of her who flatters to betray. 

Awhile ’mid fairest blooms he roves, , 

The youth who courts their fragrant breath. 

And rests on beds that rapture loves. 

But wakes 'midst thorns, remorse, and death. 

1 see the bowers, the dangerous coast. 

The precipice I wildly tread. 

Where peace, and hope, and honour lost, 

^low an awful ruin spread. 
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Oh ! what shall save ? Oh ! what sliall sav 
The soul’s eternal happiness ? 

Tjie ring! the ring! that Virtue gave— 

I feel its <piick indignant press. 

1 shuddering stands and bless the ring^ 
That^ like fair Ariadne’s clue> 

My devious steps shall backward brings 
To virtue^ friendship^ love> and 3'ou. 
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() • CAN you love for love return^ 

And glow with such a sacred dame^ 

\s bids my doting bosom burn^ 

And melt in fondness o*ftr thy name ? 

\nd bid the world’s gay scenes furewcllj 
And fly from fasliioirs giddy rounds 
With nymphs and rural swains to dwelb 
Whore love and innocence are found ? 

Weil live like tw6 fond vines that bloom’d 

m 

Circling their loves and souls in one; 

♦ 

By one gay sunny smile illumed. 

And by one common blast o’ertbrown. 
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One spring our vernal sweets shall rear. 
One sigh of love shall heave our breast 
And when the winds the blossoms tear. 
Together in one grave wc’ll rest. 
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“ Behold this fair and tender flower^ 

J’ve planted, love, for thee; 

1.1 kc this fond heart it seems to say, 

‘ Sweet maid! remember me.' 

“ If love possess thy gentle heart, 
Untiiictur'd by decay; 

Thou’It nurse the little fragrant gem. 
When I am far away. 

And think with many an anxious sigh 
time and pleasure flee, ^ 

i )f him, wliose heart, where'er he roams 
•Must still remember thee.” 
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He left his weeping love^ and left 
The flower and native land ; 

And with the Red Cross Knights he went. 
To flght the paynim band. 

When glory's laurell'd wreaths had bound 
His brow, and home again. 

To love's fond arms and social joys. 
Return'd the victor train; 

With throbbing heart he sought the spot 
Where, in love's happy bower, 

He planted as an emblem dear 
The little modest flower. 

For if it bloom’d or faded was, * 

The wanderer knew full well. 

If love surviv’djn lady's breast. 

That simple flower would tell. 
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• « 

That woman’s heart’s untrue ? 

Oft had she bath'd tliat dow'ret'#b 1 oom 
In love's own jjcarly dew; 

And o'er it bent her lovely form 
To keep it from decay. 

And sighed to tliink her wanderer still 

Should linger far away. 

« 

He reach’d the spot, and mark’d the maid 
Still bending o'er the flower. 

And clasped the fair one in his arms. 

In love’s delicious bower. 
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TO TH^ MORNING STAR 

WRITTEN AT SEA. 


From chambers bri^^hter than the day. 
Star of the morning! thou art come 

To gild with glory’s opening ray 

The front of Heaven’s imperial dome. 

Thou break’st upon the dazzled view. 
In all the eastern splendour bright; 

Thy beamy locks arc bath'd in dcM'^, 
Thy skirts are dipt in orient light; 

Thy rays illume the watery waste. 

And chase afar the fiend-like brood 

That harrow'd up the ocean’s breast. 
And all night rode boiling flood. 
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The sailor feels his bosom. swell> 

And hails thy lustre with a song; 

The sea nymphs smite their sounding shelly 
With joy their coral caves among. 

But, oh, thou bring'st no joy to me. 

No transports in my bosom rise 
To mark thy brightening path, and sec 

The day spring crimson o'er the skies. 

* 

How can he joy in morning's ray. 

Who never more shall comfort prove ^ ^ 

It only shines to point the way 

That leads me from the land I love. 
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HYMN TO THE NINE SYRENS, 


Wlitn according to Plato a system, preside over the ham^ony ui 

the spheres 


SI^TEI^^ of the vocal sphere. 

Ye wlio Nature’s rei^ prolong, 
And trace the circle of the 3^ear, 

Rdll the mingled notes along, 

While ill midnights deepest shade 

Fate’s fell daughters at the sound, 
Wind the frail and vital thread. 

The adamantine spindle round. 

* 

Quiriug at the Almighty’s choice, 
Rapt where Order never came ; 
Sisters! your celestial voice 
Woke this universal frame. 
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Circling the Creator*s throne 
Ring tlie music of your spliercs. 

Sounds that Heaven and Nature own 
Sounds unfit for mortal ears. 

As you trace your mystic round, 
Hark! wh^ sacred breathings rise 

Heaven's immortal lyres resound 
The diapason of the skies. 

Soul of harmony and love ! 

O’er their nether path of sky. 

Scattering blessings as they move. 

Bid the changeful Seasons fly. 

Chase fell discord from the earth— 
All but man their anthems raise ; 

Teach his breast to whisper forth 
Themes of everlasting praise. 


THE END. 
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